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	We eat in front of the fireplace. Janice is passed out in the corner of the room, hog-tied limbs resting limply at her knees. Our meal consists of a noodle salad with chicken and cilantro that we picked up in Baton Rouge. It’s easy to prepare, especiallyI guess no one could ever comprehend that mind and its inner collusions. But I want to understand it. I want him to share his darkest fantasies with me. Perhaps he thinks I’ve already been privy to a lot of sensitive information about him. I suppose most serial killing starts as a consequence of a fantasy, refined over time. I was part of his fantasy. Isn’t that enough? I’m sorry to say, but no. I want more. I want everything Brandon has to offer. I want it all.
	- Whatever in creation exists without my knowledge exists without my consent - Spengler smiles widely.




 
UNGER HOUSE RADICALS
 
Chris Kelso has appeared in numerous magazines and journals, including (among many others) -  Interzone, SF Signal, Lovecraft e-zine, Evergreen Review, Beatdom, Verbicide, The Cadaverine and Ginger Nuts of Horror.
 
'Kelso is a fearless and accomplished prose stylist’ 
– Ray Nessly, Literary Orphans
 
‘Chris Kelso writes in a style of broken glass and razor blades, barbed wire and gasoline. Stitching together prose, poetry, drama, and graphic novel in a Frankenstein aesthetic...' 
– John Langan, author of The Wide, Carnivorous Sky and Other Monstrous Geographies
 
'Chris Kelso is a writer of almost intimidating intelligence, wit, and imagination. On every page there is evidence of a great mind at work. Just when you're wondering if there are actually still writers out there who still feel and live their ideas out on the page, I come across a writer like Kelso, and suddenly the future feels a lot more optimistic. One calls to mind Burroughs, and Trocchi's more verbose offerings - whilst remaining uniquely himself, in a writer as young as he is, is a very encouraging sign: one of maturity that belies his youth. I look forward to reading more from him in the near future.'
— Andrew Raymond Drennan, author of The immaculate Heart
 
“Chris Kelso sets his photonic crystal gun on KILL and takes no prisoners. My favorite era of science fiction was the 60s “New Wave” when the British magazine NEW WORLDS took front and centre, and there’s a bit of NEW WORLDS here, kind of like Jerry Cornelius using the cut-up method in a bungalow in Glasgow, with a splash of Warren Ellis added for extra flavour. Kelso has a compelling voice. Somewhere Papa Burroughs is smiling.”
— L.L. Soares, author of LIFE RAGE and IN SICKNESS
 
‘Chris Kelso is an important satirist, I think it’s safe to say.’
— Anna Tambour, author of Crandolin
 
“Someday soon people will be naming him as one of their own influences.”
— INTERZONE magazine
 
‘Come into the dusty deserted publishing house where mummified editors sit over moth-eaten manuscripts of books that were never written...anyone who enjoys the work of my late friend William Burroughs will feel welcome here with Chris Kelso.'
— Graham Masterton
 
‘Chris Kelso’s prose swaggers like blues and jitters like bebop. Dig.’
— Nate Southard, author of Down and Just Like Hell.
 
‘Sparky, modern, avant-garde but accessible, Chris Kelso's book is reminiscent of the most successful literary experimentation of the 60s and 70s, the sort of work that was published in the later New Worlds, but it's also thoroughly contemporary, intimately engaged with modern life as it is right now. Kelso steams with talent and dark wit and his blend of anarchy with precision is refreshing, inspiring and utterly entertaining . . .'
— Rhys Hughes, author of Mister Gum
 
'This emerging journeyman of the macabre has wormed his way into my grey-matter and continues to seep noxious ichor. I feel like I must devour him. Every little bit of him.'
— Adam Lowe
 
"Chris Kelso's writing is like a punch to the gut that forces your face against the page. The way his gritty prose carries his imagination is like a bar fight between Bradbury and Bukowski, with the reader coming out on top. The worlds he drags us into are so damn ugly that you have to admire their beauty."
— Chris Boyle of BizarroCast
 
‘Whether he’s writing about a fictionalized William Burroughs, Time Detectives, or Aliens Chris Kelso aims at the interstices or the Interzones because he understands that these are the people and spaces that define modern life – Kelso is also always funny and twisted.’
- Douglas Lain
 
‘Choke down a handful of magic mushrooms and hop inside a rocket ship trip to futuristic settings filled with pop culture, strange creatures and all manner of sexual deviance. ‘
— Richard Thomas, author of Transubstantiate
 
‘Guaranteed to uplift the heart of today’s most discerningly jaded nihilist.’
— Tom Bradley
‘Chris Kelso is the one your mother warned you about. He is a sick, sick man - bereft of cure and heaped with symptom. His words will taint you irrevocably. Your eyes will want to gargle after reading just one of his stories.’
— Steve Vernon, author of Nothing To Lose
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PART I
 
“They always say time changes things, but you actually have to change them yourself.” Andy Warhol
 
The two men drag Janice’s half-dissected body out to the front porch and drop her on the wild lawn. She disappears beneath a sea of unploughed yellow strands and broom straw. The sky has a milky hue, Vince realises that he can no longer appreciate the beauty in anything except violence…
 
Today’s feature is the 1963 movie SLEEP. It’s five hours long—bear in mind, I’ve already sat through EMPIRE, all 8 hours 5 minutes of it, which makes everything else seem like a stroll in the fucking park. Warhol initially wanted to stretch the footage out to eight hours to approximate the actual length of time taken during a normal human sleep. I’m glad he didn’t do that. 
Why do I do this to myself? 
I enter the screening room. Every seat is empty save for the few students in the middle to back rows who’re making out. The wall-pillars in the screening room form a theatrical setting for the aisles. The opening credits flow from the screen and wash over the audience in divine smears of light. It screams Gothic Germany. The theatre has an odd reliance on 



massed columns and Baroque statuary. I cannot remember what the outside structure looks like. I cannot remember ever existing in the outside world. All I know is this cinema. This screen room. I imagine the outside is a vision of bud and pear-shaped domes. I much prefer the inner architecture of my own skull.
Then a man enters, a face I recognise. Is that Kevin Bacon? 
The first image on the screen is a worms-eye view of a man in bed, single shot continuing over a full-length camera roll. The man’s name is John Giorno, a poet by trade. Giorno had been fucking Warhol at this time. Not that this detail has any use beyond your own racy fascination with celebrities and what they get up to in their private lives. We can see up his nostrils, see the triangular mound of philtrum and septum. His belly is pricked with dark hairs, the sheet of internal skeletal muscle expands and deflates with each peaceful breath. Is he really asleep? I hate this movie. I hate all Warhol’s movies. Why do I do this to myself? Because anywhere is better than home? Because there is mandatory silence in the theatre?
 
John Giorno usually has deep nasolabial folds which suggests he smiles a lot. But when he’s sleeping the mask has slipped. He looks like a miserable goblin, Warhol at the foot of the bed with his 16mm Bolex, taping every second of his lover’s transformation. Sleep is when all our masks seem to slip and we are vulnerable and completely ourselves in catatonic truth. Everything else is a performance. The Ecstasy of Gold by Ennio Morricone is playing in the background. It really does look like Kevin Bacon. There’s a man next to him. It looks like…Bill Murray?
Why do I do this to myself? 
 
BURNING IN HELL
 
(Extracted from a voice message left by Mildred Bittacker, sent to her nephew Vincent Bittacker’s mobile phone which was discovered in Louisiana)
 
Vincent, it’s yer auntie here—
 
Ya want’d to leave the city behind. No one blam’d ya for that—the gurgling ruts, the rain raked asphalt. A boy of your un-whole-some proclivities needs to cast his net far and wide. No one blam’d ya for sneaking off through the back aisles, suitcase underarm, without telling a soul ya were even plannin’ on going any place. But ta run away and go there—I think that’s what upset us most of all. To just consign all reason to the flames like that… I mean, you didn’t seriously think that there was better than here, did you? Did you? Heck, maybe ya did, but now ye know—now ye know there are places worse than here. I hope ye rot in hell for being so stupid Vincent, I hope ya burn in hell. 
 
… I don’t mean that.
 
But ye have to understand that even from the very beginning, back when you were two people, sharin’ the same body, the same interior space and vital organs as yer mother, you were a selfish ‘un. You sucked her essential fluids dry from the inside like a gosh darned parasite, and she died shortly after ye were born because of it. Ya killed your own mother so that you could go on living. Couldn’t ya have shared instead of taking it all for yourself like a starvin’ mosquito on a boil?
 
‘The instinct to survive was strong in the boy’ - that’s what yer paw told people. Ye know yourself he was always quick to defend his only son, although most of us saw it as him plain defending the murderer of his be-a-u-tiful wife Eva. Poor Eva. If she could see you now she’d be ashamed. 
 
I know where ye are too. I can sense it. Of course, ye must have remembered the Unger House from yer childhood vacationing out in the Dixie sticks with your grandparents (how they managed to go on lovin’ ye after ya killed their daughter I’ll never know). It was abandoned even then. Ah remember it myself, a wood-fram’d single-story place, rotting panels hanging off, shingles buckl’d all along the roof. If I’m not rightly mistaken Unger House was ta blame for that foul wet-rot that hung in the air and made the townsfolk who lived miles up the road ill with misery. For the life of me I can’t figure out what the allure was and, believe me, I’ve thought bout it plenty—we all have. Yer grandpa told ya, didn’t he, he told ya about the butcher who hid out in that old place and who kidnapp’d kids from the other towns? I knew it. I bet he told ya what the butcher did to ‘em too, right? It doesn’t even bare thinking about. So, you made a B-line to this house of torture and ah don’t know why. I wish I could understand it. Was it to hurt us? To hurt yer family? It must’ve been, mustn’t it? It’s the only explanation. 
 
Now… I’m sure it’s not as malicious or premediated as all that, but you’ve always had a personality like fibreglass boy, you know that don’t ye? Any old ragtag and bobtail with a charismatic character who came along could break and change you instantly. Ya were always hanging about with blasphemes and sodomites. It musta been that university you went to, encouraging you to extoll the virtues of homosexual activity most likely. Maybe ye were just retreating to yer natural environment when you disappeared to Unger House? I know what I’d do with ya. We used ta kill bobby calves on yer grandpa’s farm by snappin’ their necks.  A quick jerk, audible snap and instantaneous death. That shoulda been your fate boy.
 
There’s no doubt in ma mind that you have been influenced by another one oh these dark individuals and, true ta form, you’ve let them brain wash you with heretical thinking. Dropped everything and gone off on yer own without a second’s consideration for anyone but yourself. 
 
Crows are perching on the limbs of crooked, ugly trees every day. Crows know.
 
I hope you burn in hell Vincent… I mean it.
 
Auntie Mildred
*
Yes, my name is Vincent Bittacker.
 No doubt you will have heard a lot about me, most of which will have almost certainly emerged from unreliable sources. I bet my Auntie Mildred, the religious fanatic and self-declared ‘psychic’, already told you, without any threat of preamble, the cockamamie story of how I intentionally killed my own mother before I was even out of her womb and that I am an intrinsically selfish person—well, she is only half right. 
I am probably self-serving, but this is a bi-product of my ambition to become a respected artist and film-maker. I had to get out of New York. Had to get out of that cold-water loft without heat. Rampant inequality has squeezed every last ounce out of the New York’s art scene, the 1% truly have ruined it for everyone else. So I got out. For the sake of my artistic career. I’m a product of the Nietzschean criterion of thought in this respect. My auntie is too hung up on the afterlife to ever comprehend the notion that someone might want to make something of themselves while they’re alive, here, during their limited time on this planet. For people like her, there is no value to life in a world without religious meaning. I feel sorry for her. 
My auntie Mildred will also no doubt have told you, in her own remarkable turn of theatre, that Unger House, where I absconded to and had act as my principle location while filming, was home to a fabled dynasty of pure, unadulterated evil—and that it’d always been that way. This is flatly untrue as well.  For generations, the house belonged to a family of tallow chandlers and soap boilers before it fell into the state of disrepair you see before you. Granted there was once a child killer who sought shelter in here during an awful storm one night around 20 years ago. But the man (who was called Otto Spengler by the way) was known to have left immediately the next day to avoid being caught by the authorities.  Unger House was not his house nor was he drawn to it because he recognised in it the same evil lurking within himself. The house is just a fucking house, and not much of a fucking house either let me tell you—not until we came along.
*
The first supposedly ‘evil’ person to’ve set foot in this place in 20 years was Brandon Swarthy—and it was yours truly who brought him here. Swarthy is a middle-aged, ruggedly handsome man with wideflung shoulders and a voice like crushed gravel. He is also a prolific serial killer. 
I first met him one night in the city when I was on my way back to my apartment from the grocers on 8th avenue. Serendipitous encounters aren’t usually my style.
The time was around midnight. Instead of heading home I ventured up the alleyways and awnings of the city, they were calling me somehow, I can’t explain it. The search for something truly authentic was my primary motivating impulse. And as if by pure kismet, Swarthy was there, knife-deep into some homeless junkie at the time—not very inconspicuous, but I soon learned that he could do whatever he wanted and no one was ever likely to catch him in the act. He was a ghost to most folks, a poltergeist gone long undetected, But I had detected him. I could truly see him.
At first I thought he was just laying into the junkie’s belly with his big balled fists, exacting some kind of old-fashioned retribution on a no good addict who was spoiling the landscape. But upon closer inspection I could see the intermittent twinkling of the blade engage then disengage, each time the metal sheathed in a fresh deposit of blood. 
I happened to have my Nikon D90 camera with me at the time, so I started filming him gutting this junkie. For whatever reason he didn’t stop, he didn’t try to kill me or run off. 
Maybe he recognised that familiar evil in my eyes, I don’t know?
I watched him, through the viewfinder, finish the homeless drug addict off. This’ll sound shallow, but Swarthy was ridiculously photogenic. 
 When he was done, we sat on some cardboard boxes and he revealed his back story to me in explicit detail. He did not attempt to give me the old gaslight treatment either. I was appreciative of his honesty, it was refreshing. 
*
Swarthy began his criminal life as a thief, anything he could get his hands on. This developed into other practices, vandalism, arson, before it twisted and became something uglier. During his early days he served time in numerous prisons across the country. His favourites were: Fresno, California; Rusk, Texas; United States Penitentiary in Lewisburg; The Dalles, Oregon; Harrison, Idaho; United States Penitentiary, McCreary; Butte City Montana, Montana State reform School; Miles City Montana, State Prison Montana Oregon; Bridgeport Connecticut; New York's Sing Sing;
Federal Correctional Institution in Big Spring; Washington D.C.  and Leavenworth, Kansas. He said he liked these places because they let him read and watch movies. Constant incarceration did nothing to dull his criminal instincts. 
One thing which I found compelling about Swarthy was his overt sexuality. I don’t think he could help it; it’s the way his life had always been. He told me he was frequently in sexual contact with homeless people and went through a period of raping his male victims, not because he was gay but because he simply wanted to humiliate them. Before all this he was a teenage alcoholic and often told by his mother that he was a monster and that prison was his destiny. A familiar story I’m sure you’ll agree, but it was his openness about his past that made him stand out to me. Swarthy was also a victim of sexual assault and incest at the hands of many close relatives and acquaintances, including his next door neighbour—an overweight mechanic called Mr Pauli who had a belly like a sagging parabola always resting on his knees when he bent down to your level. He found this particularly traumatic at the time but has since come to appreciate the experience and its part in shaping who he has become today. Around this time he says he became a pyromaniac (something I can validate, he is often sexually aroused by fire in my presence) and enjoyed watching things he made burn to a cinder. He ran away from home early and lived in abandoned houses up and down the US, panhandling for cash whenever he needed food, although he claimed that he enjoyed the taste of human flesh and even ate the body parts of several homeless people who had died beside him while he was living on the streets. 
Swarthy confessed to me 152 murders and to having sodomized over 5,000 men and women. 
He returned to his home town somewhere in Arkansas, decapitated his parents and fed the remainder of their corpses to crocodiles. But this does not define the man. Swarthy is dutiful and unassuming. He also loves card games, baseball and movies—his favourite film is Koyaanisquatsi by Godfrey Reggio. He admires the work of Jean Renoir, Baudillard—even going so far as to quote references he’d memorised from ‘Simulacra and Simulation’. He is as aroused by the sculptures and artwork of Marcel Duchamp as he is by a blazing fire or a gutted junkie. He once even volunteered at the Seattle office of Nelson Rockefeller's presidential campaign. We were both like anti-academic street poets—living hand to mouth.
So he wasn’t just a vicious killer, he was a culture vulture like me, a major film enthusiast who harboured dreams of becoming a celluloid legend himself. He explained that everything he ever did was just a performance, the greatest and most committed performance any man or woman had ever undertaken in the history of cinema. He claimed that he got little actual satisfaction from killing these days, but it was all part of some method-acting preparation ritual. It wasn’t long until he asked me to film his killings, no caveat—he promised. It was art that was on his mind. 
*
Vince, it’s yer paw here. Haven’t heard from you in a while, I hope you’re keeping well and that wherever you are you’re being safe. 
 
Is it true what yer auntie Mildred says? Did you really go back to Louisiana? Did you really go to Unger House? These visions she has are rarely ever wrong yano. She sends her love by the way. I know Mildred comes across a little overbearing at times- heck even growing up she was a total ball-buster—but she loves you, we all love you Vince. If you can believe it, she once looked like Lucile Ball and had a real fun quality to her. We were all young once, even Mildred. 
They found your phone in an Acme Oyster House in Iberville. You got some crazy messages on that phone son, if you don’t mind my saying. I only had a quick browse through, just to see if there was anything I could use to track down your last known location. Like I said I was worried about you. 
Can I ask, who is this Brandon? Is he one of your student friends? There were a few messages exchanged between you, I couldn’t help noticin’, you were talkin’ about shootin’ some film and it’s yer intention to be as controversial as you can while you’re at it. If you’re in Louisiana, good luck to you. I’m not going to lecture you or tell you how to live your life son, I know that only pushes you further away when I do that. I know it’s none of my business, you think I’m just an ex-country bumpkin like yer auntie, but I was a young man once too yano? I know it seems exciting to drop everything and have adventures with exciting strangers, but more often than not the strangers stay strange to you. 
Granted I was never… into… the stuff you’re into, but I lived my life. Heck, imagine what it was like growing up out in the country? The city seemed like it had endless opportunities, that’s why I brought you to New York. I thought you deserved the chance to grow up without being bored all the time. Turns out you got bored anyway—but why head BACK to Louisiana? Why head BACK to Unger House? It’s just an old shed, ye can’t start a life there. Yer too far from any supermarkets and the nearest town is two goddamned miles up the road. It smells of wet-rot and the police never gave the go-ahead to start frequenting the property after that sick sonofabitch Otto Spengler had ‘is way with all those kids. I’m not judging you and no one is gonna be mad if you just come home now. You got another semester to get through, then you can go get a job, move out and do whatever the hell you want! But you gotta finish yer last year son, it seems silly to walk away when you’re so close to completing! I mean, you’re already the first Bittacker to even attend university, never mind finish it. You’ve always made me proud when it came to yer education Vince. Please, I’m beggin’ ya…
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
“Great art picks up where nature ends.”  Marc Chagall

 
Much like any other actor, Swarthy was able to change his personality and his identity seemingly at will. He had several alter egos—Bill Enright, Jay McGovern, Dominique Albertacky, these are just the ones I can remember. The most interesting one I can remember was Devonkahli—a popular rock star widely recognised in various schisms of the solar system as a fine contrabass player. Oh, and he was also a fearless sailor of the Saturnian seas and passionate philanderer of Martian men and women. Yes…
He also claimed that he could not remember his parents’ names, he only ever referred to them as ‘mutter and ‘vater. I’m not saying what we’d decided to do was ‘right’ but in the name of art I was/am willing to stoop to any level to appear original. I want to be as fearless as Herzog, as vulgar as someone like John Waters and rebel against the tyranny of popular taste. In Swarthy I had a wiling subject and collaborator. 
As a specimen Swarthy fascinated me, he continues to fascinate me, and if an old dingbat like my auntie can’t see the artistic merit in what we’re trying to do, then fuck her.
Given the extent of my fascination with Swarthy as a subject and the complete abandon we’d shown up till this point, I suppose it’s hardly surprising that fascination soon manifested into something physical. It was what came after that I wasn’t prepared for. 
I had never been in love before.
*
We wanted to make Unger House the new Grand Guignol. Its naked simplicity appealed to the aesthetic we’d been enforcing. With this film we could attract a whole new breed of moviegoer, the kind only concerned with what’s visceral and real, people in search for the one true authentic, diasporic subject. Something pure! We could create a new genre—and that’s exactly what we set out to do. 
Swarthy had the idea of calling it Violenza Verismo, which was basically just a variation of nouveau realism or sordid realism. I found the name a bit melodramatic myself, plus there was nothing implied in that description that hadn’t already been covered by people like François Truffaut or the other French filmmakers of old. Eventually we settled on Ultra-realism. He defined it as ‘a particular treatment of film-making as a form in such a manner as to emphasise its correspondence to the horror of every day actuality. Cinema without the artificiality, supernatural or forced exotic element—without any suspension of disbelief or stylisation; a cinema that never uses professional actors or mimesis; Cinema that would avoid all the conventions; where everything that’s implausible is eliminated except the unbelievable jolt of what you see unfolding before your very eyes.’
 He included murder as a prime example of this ‘every day horror’, because, he said—murders happen every day, don’t they? It was hard to disagree with him.
What’s more real than murder? —he’d say—Nothing shocks the average schmo more than a good snuff film or found footage from a devastating disaster… or a leaked beheading video. It’s what makes these people feel alive. Ironic, eh? It has to draw in the masses. History remembers 3 things—numbers, numbers and numbers.
To Swarthy, this was the whole point in cinema. If it didn’t elicit a reaction and stay in your mind long after it happened, then what was the point? This was not post-modernism, certainly not deliberately—nor was it going to be a documentary or even just plain old realism. Think Cannibal Holocaust but without the shtick and shot in the style of Luis Buñuel’s Land without Bread. Ultra-realism is free from semiotics and statement, free from politics, religion or plot exposition. It is more than just torture porn, it will encapsulate everything it is to be human without ever directly referencing any part of our culture or collective thinking. Actions speak louder than words, as Swarthy would say. The radical favours drastic cinematic reform. It is something that should be challenged, rallied against almost.
…and when he spoke, I tended to listen. I wasn’t afraid of Swarthy, just in awe of him and how he’d chosen to live his life. I think we could all learn a thing or two from him. But that’s why you’re here right? Because you want to see Ultra-Realism too…
*
The first thing we did was arrange our departure from the city. Self-imposed isolation seemed like the best avenue to pursue, we wanted to do this properly. The only thing I’d be leaving behind was a monthly stipend from my father that didn’t amount to much of a living wage anyway. I organised to meet Swarthy on a cold winter’s night. He said it’d be too risky to get a flight, and he didn’t have a passport anyway, so we decided to hitch to Philadelphia then rent a car in Baltimore. I wanted to listen to Justin Timberlake during the journey but Swarthy was resolute in his hatred for popular celebrity icons.
We stopped only twice, once in Greensboro for gas and once in Jackson for something to eat (if a whole box of Caramac bars qualifies as a meal that is). It took us around 24 hours to get to Pineville and according to the odometer we’d covered over 1,500 miles. 
Swarthy didn’t kill anyone in the time it took us to get to Louisiana. He and I made a pact to wait off before we started filming to maintain the freshness and anticipation of the first kill. You might argue that this is an artificial imposition that we were somehow forcing onto the movie, a calculated device which nullifies the integrity of its authenticity—but you’re wrong. The first kill of the first frame of our first movie had to seem like it was happening very suddenly, or the effect would be lost on a largely desensitised audience who were used to bad acting and efficient looking executions. We couldn’t have Swarthy mutilating hitchhikers and truckers up and down the country then expect him to bring that same energy into his filmed performance—like I mentioned earlier, killing didn’t bring him a tremendous amount of satisfaction these days. It was a means of accommodating his personality and maintaining his enthusiasm for the project.
 He didn’t kill anyone, sure, but he did have an altercation with a trucker in a Greensboro gas station toilet which resulted in Swarthy breaking the man’s jaw. The man had apparently made a pass at Swarthy. By this stage he was completely dedicated to me and had obliged on himself a monogamous outlook with regards to our relationship. He expected the same kind of approach from me as well, which I was more than willing to offer him. The trucker, who apparently resembled Jerry Seinfeld, misjudged Swarthy’s appearance, mistaking his kind eyes and soft features entirely, figuring Swarthy for a gentle but thoroughbred fag. He hated this most of all, when people tried to fathom his other-worldly-ness without any kind of prior knowledge of his history. He hated judgmental people too, because Swarthy judged everyone by the same standards—except me for some reason.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
I have leaned over the side of the ship and ladled the cool anti-freeze ocean into my palm. I knew drinking it could be lethal but did it anyway. It tasted of pure ring-system alcohol. 
Vincent, ha! A slave to fear! His room is supposedly full of Ellen Burstyn posters. I never loved him, no, not ever, never even liked him. True, it’s true. Told him I did, once maybe I said it, but I didn’t. Ha, and led him away from his place of safety, out of the city, out to the old Unger place. Easy as that. Bourgeois scum flowing through his arteries and filling his skull with sickly delusions of grandeur.  He also happens to be toothless and his nature anodyne. I can tell he repressed his homosexuality for a long time before revelling in it later on. I should shatter his protective vertebrae and sever the spinal cord in one fluid motion.
I could destroy this little conservative philistine once and for all—I thought to myself so I did, although I suppose anyone’s bound to seem conservative next to me, a-ha!
Kill him over and over again, better than just killing him once. That’s what I want. 
He was going to help me become famous. I put in too much work for this to go wrong, my performance is going to make me live long after I die. Too much effort expended so it was, so I… did….
 He thinks we shared a philosophy, he and I, but my philosophy is a little different—or a lot different, depending on how you look at it really. Ultra realism is more than what Vincent Bittacker is capable of making it. He’s too young and untested. His youth and naivety make him malleable, easily manipulated. I am the real director. Sure, I would’ve liked a more established film-maker to’ve been attached to the project, but I believe in fate and it was Bittacker who came to me, camera in hand, ready to go. I couldn’t turn that down, could I?           
The problem with Bittacker is that he thinks he is an auteur and that this, like Rothko’s paintings, will be the conscious end of cinema. But the end of cinema has to be more than this, it has to go out with a BANG. It can’t just be unbridled realism, it’s more than that too. It can’t just be a simple gut-punch, bish bosh, there ya go! —a two-bit snuff film, that’s what it’d be. It’s more. The end of cinema involves the following, please do pay close attention, ok? 
—begins with the primitive onscreen butchering of innocent women by a man/this will be a prolonged scene that lasts several minutes/camera doesn’t move, angle doesn’t change so fuck the auteur behind the apparatus/It ends with the killing of god, the defying act of the actor murdering the director—once and for all/the beauty of a blazing fire as it crackles and the charred flesh stink that overwhelms wet-rot. Bittacker will submit to me, carte blanche. 
 
The end of cinema is ME.
 
On Mylar-5, at night you couldn’t sleep because of the wind shifting dunes, the ‘serenading sands’ they called it. It sounded less like a serenade and more like oysters screaming in a boiling pot. 
My entire body was sand-blasted. I’d covered 13000 to 17000 square kilometres, around 5000 miles of planet. I accepted my death here, among the living fossils in a sea of white gypsum. 
Central command was to conduct airstrikes as part of a bigger comprehensive strategy. 
 
I killed a truck driver, who looked more like Elvis than anyone, and raped his corpse in a gas station bathroom just to get me in the mood. Death resulted from a nasal fracture puncturing the cranial cavity…
*
The details of our sex life are not terribly interesting—I have omitted them from my story so far out of consideration for the conservative reader. I know not everyone is of that inclination, dwelling on the most basic of conquests and itemising each liaison appears to serve little purpose beyond seedy curiosity. But I know you’ll demand it of me. If you’ve come this far in the story you’ll want total transparency. You don’t have to be embarrassed by that. Like I said, if there’s one thing I appreciate—it’s honesty. 
The first time Swarthy and I had sex, or partook in a sexual act, was in the alleyway the first night we met. You might be shocked by this. In my opinion life is too short to wait about and be a prude. And anyway, it was such an animalistic thing—consensual to the point of being almost supernatural.  We both knew exactly what we wanted. He wanted someone submissive, he wanted that instant gratification and I wanted to submit and gratify. 
Swarthy has a large penis, but nothing too off-putting. The first time I saw it was incredibly arousing for me. It was pocked all along the shaft and displayed evident signs of genital mutilation over the years. I gagged, even at the nub, which seemed to prompt him to push his way through to the hilt. It tasted faintly of blood and salt and his testicles hung loose like oversized avocados. I gripped his large thighs and clawed my way around to the bundled muscles of his buttocks. Both knees were scored with cuts and scars. His stomach was damp, pricked with fine, coiling hairs, but still firm and flat to the touch. Swarthy’s hands descended onto my scalp, rough, calloused palms, fingers ragged at the nail, and he proceeded to thrust at my skull like he was trying to bust down a door with his groin. The subsequent quota of ejaculate exploded inside my mouth and over my tongue with inimitable force. A creamy consistency with an aftertaste of transmission fluid. 
 The first time we ever had sex was two days later. Once again it took place in an alleyway. He had me bent double over a trashcan, giving and taking with varied degrees of force until he met the warm sponge of my lower intestine. The first time was, as you’d probably expect, a bit of a slap dash affair. It didn’t last long and he kind of fucked me in a rough blur. The second time, however, was much different. It’s how I knew he loved me back. Swarthy can be gentle too, and I don’t think it’s an act. It was a classic case of Hybristophilia… 
 Swarthy treated me less like one of his rape victims and more like a lover. He even started waiting until I came before he finished, whereas before he would shoot his lot and instantaneously extricate himself from me. He grew to appreciate my body. It felt good to be appreciated carnally. We kissed more, touched more. He gave instead of taking. It was remarkable to see the change in him. It did my confidence wonders too, to know that I had made a loving companion out of a monster like Brandon Swarthy. 
Like all whirlwind romances, our appetites intensified and pretty soon we found it difficult to keep our hands off each other. The situations we found ourselves in became increasingly dangerous, but with this danger came excitement—and excitement is a key component to a fulfilling sex life. 
Swarthy enjoyed sex outdoors, in public usually. Even when it was apparent someone had spotted us in the act, it served only to urge us on. We had sex in front of everyone and anyone, we didn’t care. Why censor yourself from your heart’s own desires?
When I was growing up in the city I penned up all my wants and needs, hid them away ashamedly. I couldn’t express myself properly because I was so painfully shy and introverted. People who knew about my attachments in the Deep South thought me a redneck and the ones who knew nothing about me thought I was just plain weird. 
University was a big eye opener for me. I was encouraged to be different and embrace my weirdness. I did well at university and I know it brought my father a tremendous amount of pleasure to know that his only offspring had finally made it academically. He was kind of obsessed with it. The more pleasure I saw in his reaction to my being there, the less pleasure I got. It felt good to defy him. It felt good to hurt that old redneck sonofabitch in the deepest possible way. 
With Swarthy I had completely let go, accepted who I was. We were going to fuck and kill and eat Caramac bars until our love touched the sun…
In a way going back to Louisiana, back to Unger House, was a way of confronting a past I’d spent my entire life trying to outrun. I had to exorcise the demon of self-doubt, prove that I wasn’t just a redneck superimposed into an urban environment. My family wouldn’t define me. I was a New Yorker, I’d grown up here. The only way I could get over the stigma of having a hillbilly family was to go back to my roots and destroy everything it stood for with violent art. 
*
What are you trying to prove by coming here? My walls are old. I stink of wet-rot and murder. The things I have seen and been party to would turn the stomachs of even the most depraved psychopath. I was not designed with evil in mind, but your friend Brandon seems to’ve been built for exactly that purpose. You seem like a decent enough boy, why are you here with him? 
The men who laid my foundations and built me up in bricks and mortar, they were honest, decent men. The Unger boys were candle makers by trade but they were experts in most facets of repair. They made my partitions strong using only the best wooden panels; the craftsmanship was tight, relatively accomplished for the time and their intentions were true—I was to be a family abode, children would run along my hallway and frolic on my porch; contented mothers would feed loved children from their own teat all the while capable, salt of the earth men would maintain my appearance throughout the course. The location wasn’t convenient for tradesmen and eventually the family left me behind and no one came by for a long time after that.
It wasn’t until years later when Spengler came by with the first girl, I think her name was Clara, that evil truly permeated my existence like a virus infiltrating a weakened nervous system, and refused to leave. He was here for only one night, but I have never been fully able to wipe away the bloody mark he left on me. The little girl Clara was so scared. She was perhaps about 13, a sweet old parishioner’s daughter. Her hair tumbled down to her shoulders in a honeyed throng and her face was round and flat like a plate. I could tell she hated my stench of wet-rot. I wish I could’ve been more homely for her. It was her eyes that leaked fear the most, involuntarily quivering at the duct and gaped wide at the surrounding contour. When I first saw her she was all cried out, but she was still terrified—by contrast, Spengler had periorbital rings around both eyes as if a guilty conscience had kept him awake for weeks on end. They were veiny, dark and leering. The man had no conscience though. Your friend Brandon has the same disturbed look about him, believe me, I know that type of person.
Imagine if the only thing you’d ever known was hard work and happiness and it all suddenly evaporated into Otto Spengler? Can you imagine? 
He did things to Clara in my bed, over my tables, against my walls, spilled blood on my floors and screamed throughout my entire body. 
 I saw him head out to town to collect another child, Megan, bring her back here and do the exact same thing he did to poor Clara. Mercifully, he left early the next day—I think people from the town were on his tracks—but he left the stains of his deeds all over me and left the two delicate, broken bodies of Clara and Megan beneath my porch until they decayed naturally over time. I’m still amazed he got away with it. Imagine the frustration of wanting to help but being utterly powerless to do so? I know those two girls weren’t his first or his last. 
When Spengler left, the evil stayed behind too. When someone lives within your walls for any period of time how can you NOT let them become part of you? I am old now, like most old things I have given up the desire to fight or resist the world around me. Now you’re here and I know you have re-introduced a similar malevolence. I am always the reluctant accomplice. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
COMING HOME
 
Stepping into Unger House felt like what show-people must feel treading the boards of Broadway for the first time. I thought Swarthy and I were about to burst into tears. It felt like coming home…
It was dingy but had a real presence to it. Unger House was a narrow rectangular structure, flat-roofed, low-ceilinged with an open fireplace—Swarthy saw this and immediately went over to strike up a match!  Wooden brackets were peeling and patches of damp decay and fungi spread high and wide throughout each room. 
There were only 3 rooms in total, all in a row with no hallways; there was no bathroom and no indoor plumbing, although there were a lot of exposed wires poking out of timbre fissures. The rot stink was overpowering. Every single floorboard creaked underfoot. The spirit of Otto Spengler was everywhere too. Swarthy and I both felt it. 
Swarthy came in and dumped our bags in the hall. I told him to be careful with my camera bag but he just grunted in response. It was freezing, but we were sure taken with the old place. It suited us right down to the ground. Once the fire got going we broke the new house in by making love in front of the lapping flames of a hissing hearth.  While I was beneath Swarthy, I focused on the cobwebs dangling from overhead beams, observed an unknown vapour that eked out of cast iron vents. I focused on my climax, which was harder to reach when you’re having the slow, intimate kind of sex—but before I could reach it, Brandon pulled out his cock and sprayed me in the face with his seed. I was a little surprised and, dare I say it, a little shocked. He hadn’t been this selfish sexually since the very beginning. I was frustrated but made an exception on this occasion. I told him it was no big deal, but he was far from bothered by his own prematurity. In fact, he was goddamned proud of himself. Oh well, I guess you can only train a stray dog a certain amount of tricks. You have to let it revert back to its natural impulse from time to time. He kindly let me masturbate onto his left buttock. And they say romance is dead…
We drove to Iberville and enjoyed dinner together. I had the Fisherman’s Stew and Swarthy ate a lobster roll with seared scallops. He wanted to go to a firing range, Swarthy was plum centre with a fire-arm, but I wanted to get back and maybe make love. I watch a Moth’s annihilation into a candle flame and remember that this is a sign. It’s a time of transformation, like the Moth’s transformation into powder. Moths know.
He’d stopped looking me in the eye at this point. I’m sure I was just being paranoid. I’m sure I’m still just being paranoid. 
*
We have been here for 2 days already. Today we head out to find our co-star. I can’t wait to get started. I have Michael Jackson songs stuck in my head. 
As the final moonlets descend, we set off down the luminous estuary and into his own heart of darkness.  We head into Baton Rouge to find a girl that fits the bill. She has to be unconventionally attractive; he is very particular about that. Brandon wants everyone in this production to look middle-to-below average. It was a component to Ultra-realism—that the killer be the most attractive person on screen. He will often unilaterally add new rules to the genre. I think he should be granted this liberty for his contribution to the field. 
Brandon rented a cute little light-brown Volkswagen Beetle with plenty of room in the trunk, said it reminded him of someone he used to admire. The thought of Brandon admiring anyone got me curious. It was difficult to imagine an iconoclast like him ever having to look up to somebody. It makes him too human. It’s the monster I’ve fallen in love with. 
It takes us about an hour to reach Baton Rouge and there’s a Mardi Gras parade on. There’s a banner that read The Krewe of Artemis and a crowd of people marvelling at a semi-nude woman dancing atop a float.
This’ll give us perfect cover - he says between exaggerated chomps of Caramac and pulling slowly over to an abandoned lot. Once the car stops, Brandon ducks immediately out of the driver’s seat and disappears behind the back bonnet. 
I figure I should stay where I am. This is really his speciality, he doesn’t need me fumbling around and making things more difficult than they have to be. But what if he needs help? We didn’t run through anything, we didn’t exactly have a game plan, not really. 
 
I’ve been sitting anxiously in the passenger’s side for about 10 minutes pondering about whether I should go find him or not, when the driver’s door clicks open and an out of breath Brandon Swarthy spills back in beside me. His hands are stained with red plasma, so is the apron of his t-shirt. There are clumps of hair matted into the blood. He looks at me with a wild stare and says - help me get her in the fuckin back!
We head to the rear of the vehicle where a squirming body has been half-dumped into the trunk. 
- What’d you think? Her name is Janice…
Janice has centre-parted, long dark hair. She’s slim and bright looking. Her face reminds me of Princess Diana, after the crash. She’s wearing jordache jeans and a bolero jacket. There is a bite mark on the side of her cheek that she’s nursing with a swollen hand. Brandon is panting beside me in an almost sexual manner and I feel a pang of jealousy and lust. I kick Janice on the shin and she brings her knees up to her chin in recoil. She crams herself in beside a lug wrench, a CNG tank and a protruding fuse box. I slam the hood down and hear the dull thump as it catches her head on its way to locking with the back fender. Travellin’ Song by the Pentangle is playing on the stereo.
 We pull away with such sudden ferocity that all the Caramac bar wrappers fly from the dashboard and flutter around the car interior like a ticker tape parade. How could no one have seen us? We were only a few feet from the parade…
Brandon starts bashing on the steering wheel in an exhibition of joy. The radio is on, Britney Spears. He screams and rubs the back of my neck with excessive force before bending in to kiss me. 
- I think we found the one - he keeps saying - I think we fuckin found her!
I ask him what’s so special about this girl and he smirks, as if I’m missing something so obvious that I must be either visually impaired or touched in the head.
- What’d you mean? She’s perfect! Looks just like Madeleine from Seattle.
- Who’s Madeleine from Seattle? - I ask.
- Killed her years back. They found her on Thanksgiving Day in the Wasatch Mountains lying dead by a river. 
- How did you get Janice without being seen? 
He smirks again. I can tell Brandon enjoys discussing his work. 
- I just gave her the old charm routine. Told her I was a lawyer from out of town. She told me she had a gig announcing the ski conditions for the major areas in western Washington and that she was in Baton Rouge to see her grandmother and for the parade.
I have to admit, Brandon is a fucking genius at this. I feel myself falling deeper and deeper in love.
 
*
I lost my mobile phone before we started filming, guess I left it in Iberville. I ask Brandon if we can head out to town for a look. He tells me so go fuck myself. We have to make sure the girl doesn’t die overnight somehow. I’ve put too much damn work into getting her here in the first place. 
Since I woke up this morning something felt different. It still feels different. Brandon has changed. Since we arrived at Unger House he’s been tetchy, unaffectionate. We haven’t had sex at all. I’m worried about him. Paranoia quickly descends upon me. Suddenly I’ve brought into question whether he really loves me or not. I’m sure he does. You can’t begin to understand the depth of a man like Brandon, not to mention all the identities he’s had to assume over the years. He must be so lost and confused all the time. I’m worried the history of this house is starting to rub off on him somehow. I don’t know. We’ll see how he is at dinner tonight…



 We eat in front of the fireplace. Janice is passed out in the corner of the room, hog-tied limbs resting limply at her knees. Our meal consists of a noodle salad with chicken and cilantro that we picked up in Baton Rouge. It’s easy to prepare, especially when there are no ovens or cooking utensils at hand. Brandon hardly touches his meal. He’s too busy staring intently into the burning embers of the fire. He hasn’t spoken to me in about an hour. This is the most withdrawn I’ve ever seen him—I guess no one could ever comprehend that mind and its inner collusions. But I want to understand it. I want him to share his darkest fantasies with me. Perhaps he thinks I’ve already been privy to a lot of sensitive information about him. I suppose most serial killing starts as a consequence of a fantasy, refined over time. I was part of his fantasy. Isn’t that enough? I’m sorry to say, but no. I want more. I want everything Brandon has to offer. I want it all.
I know this is dangerous thinking. A man like Brandon can be easily scared off by such possessiveness. He has to shoulder the role of a lone wolf, even if I know deep down that he is as dependant on me as I am on him. These are the little games one has to play to keep a man like Swarthy—offer submission when they need it, offer domination when they need it. Serial Killers are fundamentally selfish human beings, more selfish than I! They need to be the centre of attention, loved, adored and left to their own devices. It’s not easy, but I’m sure I can keep it going. I can tell he appreciates my patience and affection. I’m worrying over nothing, acting like a dumb teenager enmeshed in my own insane obsession. A car whizzes by outside. Dark Driving by Cave-In is audible through some punk’s speakers.
Brandon brings out a folded piece of paper. I ask him for a look and he tilts it in my direction—a sketch of his face, poorly rendered, too wide in the cheeks and too bulbous at the forehead, but it’s undeniably meant to be him. Looks a little like Tom Hanks.
- An artist’s impression - he scoffs and tosses the piece of paper onto the fire. It curls into a black sliver. At least he’s communicating again.
- You keep a police artist’s composite of you?
- Sure. It was from years ago. After I killed that girl Madeleine, remember the one I told you about? 
- I remember.
- Just reminds me that they never caught me. No one ever got close.
- Why’d you burn it?
Brandon doesn’t reply. He watches the image of himself bounce around the flames.
- We better get some sleep. Shooting starts late morning tomorrow - he says after a few minutes.
- Tomorrow I’m going to go back into town to see if I can get my cellphone back, is that ok? I’m not going back to Baton Rouge, just out to Iberville.
- Do what you want, just don’t be too late.
*
Vincent enters Unger House. When he enters the door he sees Swarthy sitting on the floor heating the bases of his palms by the fire.
- Couldn’t find my phone.
Swarthy grunts and doesn’t move. Vincent is visibly anxious by his lover’s disconnectedness. 
- Where’s Janice? - he asks. Swarthy remains still, silent. 
Vincent places a hand on his broad shoulder and applies a comforting pressure. Swarthy shrugs him loose.
- Is everything alright Brandon?
Swarthy stands up, his back still facing Vincent. He speaks in a bassy snarl.
- I think we should think about starting this film. We’ve wasted enough time as it is.
- I think you’re right, but we have all the time in the world. I…
Swarthy swings round to face the boy, waits a moment, before drawing back his giant ham-hock fist and crashing it into Vincent’s cheek. He careens backwards onto the floor. 
- What was that for?
- If you had any idea… - Swarthy begins but cuts himself off to compose his heavy breathing.
- Any idea about what?
- I was there, with Otto Spengler all those years ago. I was the dark drive that sent him out with murder in mind, the sick perversion that fuelled his lust for children… but I was also the children he took. I was their eyes and their bodies. I was the fear that crawled beneath their supple flesh. Our grandfather was born in South Carolina and migrated to Stephen Austin's settlement in Texas. The women in our family were tomahawked and scalped—raids always yielded fresh scalps.
- What the fuck are you talking about Brandon?
- Do NOT call me Brandon!
- Ok… what would you like me to call you?
- Call me Heinz.
- Why?
- Because that’s my fucking name you little Untermenschen pip-squeak cunt!
- Since when?
- Since now!  
Vince gets up cradling his cheek. He almost doesn’t recognise the man before him.
- Ok... well, in a month’s time who’ll you be, I’d like to keep up?
- One month is a short time span, a fraction of a single person's life—barely a second in the life of a whole people. 
Vince goes and squats by the fire, confused and still a little tired from the drive. It is obvious that his lover has grown tired of his serial killer persona. He had composed his aria with aplomb, but he is not a killer anymore. He is not a lover of death. Vincent tries to see the funny side of this new character—even if he is currently holding an orange on his head because he believes the Vitamin C will be absorbed by his brain via diffusion.
- So where is Janice? Is Heinz going to be able to execute this girl?
- Of course he fucking is! But I won’t enjoy it, not one bit.
- You know, Brandon didn’t enjoy killing all that much either. You really ought to develop these characters a bit better if you’re to convince your audience…
Vince looks at Heinz’s red, boiling face. The orange is clutched and oozing over his fingers. 
- I’m sorry Brand… Heinz. Where is Janice?
Heinz gestures to the bedroom. Vincent sees her legs poking out, jordache jeans and underwear peeled to her ankles. A sickening wave of jealousy passes through Vincent.
*
Vince hovers the camera over Janice’s retrained body, zooming in and out, over and over again. He figures an aspect of Ultra-realism could be repetition—to help build rhythm and motif, something that might construct meaning within their film. Heinz takes a zippo lighter from the back pocket of the girl’s jeans, thumbs the flint wheel until the ignition spark reflects in her terrified stare. 
- You’re part of something really important here you know?
- What’s the matter with you?
- I suffer from Angst, Ennui, or Weltschmerz.
The girl cannot scream, her throat is swollen and tense from relentless sobbing. Her eyes are perpetually wet and brimming at the troughs. A naked Heinz enters the room with a small bowie knife. He squeezes his grip around the finger grooves and grins like a maniac. Vincent has to stop himself from focusing the camera on his lover’s genitals—which swings in a long pendulum of flesh even when in a flaccid state. Heinz also has a scar running along his abdomen, as if he's recently been gutted then sewn back up. His body is an intricate tapestry of morbid artwork. He has a tattoo of a Calaveras on his left triceps, a Calacas on his right shoulder. Vince notices the wheel on Swarthy’s inner high which he said shows the perpetual cycle of death and rebirth according to samsara.  This struck Vincent as odd since Swarthy claims to hate Buddhism and pacifistic Asian philosophies.  The biggest mistake anyone could ever make is trying to understand a man like Swarthy.
Heinz goes up to Janice. He hooks his arm around her head and grabs hold of the underside of her jaw. She squirms at first but relents. Heinz is too strong. A swollen bicep puts pressure on the girl’s windpipe. She starts to cough. With the free hand he starts gnawing away at the flesh around her neck until Janice starts making hideous gargling noises. He slashes across the larynx, penetrates the internal jugular vein. Initially, blood comes out in sporadic squirts the colour of Siberian Dogwood but once he’s cut right across her throat, and the head falls flaccidly backwards onto Heinz’s chest, the deluge begins. He tugs at the skull until Janice’s sinew stretches and snaps from the rest of her body. Vincent’s mouth fills up with vomit. He tries to swallow it but this only makes him projectile over the floor. Heinz faces the camera, addresses the audience. Vince senses this is a man of indulgence and diatribe.
- It’s done. It is naturally not decisive what attitude, if any, foreign peoples take toward our works of culture, for we have no doubt that cultural creative work, since it is the most sensitive expression of a talent conditioned by blood, cannot be understood, far less appreciated, by individuals or races who are not of the same or related blood. Therefore we do not trouble in any way to make German art and culture suit the tastes of international Jewry...
Surfs of nausea are surging through Vincent’s body making his ribs ache. There will be Menorah over Janice’s grave. 
- Did we get the shot? – Heinz asks, dropping Janice’s skull to the floor like it were a plastic prop that deserved not a moment’s consideration. Vince nods, unable to speak. A moment passes and Heinz turns away to vomit. 
*
The two men drag Janice’s half-dissected body out the front porch and drop her on the wild lawn. She disappears beneath a sea of unploughed yellow strands and broom straw. The sky has a milky hue. Vince realises that he can no longer appreciate the beauty in anything except violence. 
Heinz says he is tired of Swarthy. Whenever he becomes tired of a persona or feels like it has outgrown its use, he has a unique technique of method acting he likes to call the ‘Theseus aesthetic’ in homage of the great ship and experimental paradox which had all its planks and parts changed throughout the centuries but, arguably, never ceased to be the same ship. Or did it? Heinz would strip away the previous identity completely in part one of the process (he referred to as ‘ontological softening’) and re-construct from scratch. 
- Within the span of seven years, every cell of your body will die and be replaced anyway – he’d say.
     Now he has finally accomplished the act that will gain him the recognition and acclaim he craves, he simply does not want to inhabit Brandon Swarthy’s body any longer. Vince tries not to let this ruffle his feathers. Swarthy is a man of fleeting fancies sometimes. It might very well be one of those things that comes and goes just as quickly.
Heinz kneels down and removes a zippo lighter from the girl’s pocket. He thumbs the flint wheel until a spray of ignition sparks give way to a tiny, perfect flame. The fire reflects in his pupils like the last remaining ashes of Brandon Swarthy’s own soul. Vince notes that this pyrophilia or sensation seeking is a recurring trait in each of his personas—so this must be a genuine characteristic of the original man behind the masks. It warms Vince to think of this. He believes it’s because he truly knows Heinz and that only he could notice these similarities in his characters. 
- Why are you so into fire?
- I don’t know. I don’t think about it.
- Maybe it’s some archaic desire to gain power over nature.
- That’s stupid.
- Is it? Maybe it’s your fear of castration?
Heinz gestures to the raggedy shank of his semi-erect penis.
- I had a spell, back when I was Nathan Origen Simmons, when I used to mutilate my genitals. So it can’t be that, can it?
To Vince it’s obvious Heinz craves some kind of social prestige. 
Is he necrophiliac too?

Swarthy mentioned before that he briefly stopped killing a few years back when, after raping a homeless man’s corpse, he became impotent and contracted syphilis. He took to inserting specula into anuses or vaginas and widening them to extreme degree. This passed however and he returned to serial killing. Vince wisely decides to change the topic back to something they can both agree on—the bright future of Ultra-realism. 
- I can’t wait to show people our film. I expect it to be hugely divisive.
- Obviously. The buildings which are arising in the Fourth Reich today will speak a language that endures, a language, above all, more compelling than the Yiddish babblings of the democratic, international judges of our culture. The language will be Ultra-violence. What the fingers of these poor wretches have penned or are penning the world will—perhaps unfortunately—forget, as it has forgotten so much else. But the gigantic works of the Fourth Reich are a token of its cultural renascence and shall one day belong to the inalienable cultural heritage of the Western world, just as the great cultural achievements of this world in the past belong to us today.
 Vince has no idea what Heinz is talking about. 
The Fourth Reich?
A language of Ultra-violence?
The moment crystallises in his head. Vincent will never forget this day or these pivotal seconds. He sees these words coming from Heinz’s mouth, executed with marital precision, but he knows they are not his own. He turns to Vince.
- I am not who I claim to be. I am a bolt of lightning young Vincent.
- A what?
- My bolt of lightning struck the original Swarthy and simultaneously rearranged a group of molecules to take his exact form, complete with all his memories and habits. Same happened with Heinz. I think he’s some kind of Nazi occultist. In the past I have been many other things—Sonorans, Cherokee, Delaware Indians, French Canadians, Texans, Irishmen, a Negro and a full-blooded Comanche. I’ve kept smoke-dried scalps that I had absolutely no intention of ever cashing in. I wanted trophies of death even then.
 
His new dedication to the doctrines of the occult is hardly surprising. Back when Heinz was Swarthy, he’d spoken often about his affinity with the mystical. But, of course, Heinz isn’t just a mystic anti-Semite, he now firmly believes himself to be the Anti-Christ. The final dynasty of the Teutonic race, ten times what Nimrod was to Babylon.
- Let’s get some sleep – Vince suggests. 
*
He never asks me anything about my past, he doesn’t care. In a way Heinz is beyond conceptual analysis. He would argue that he is merely the inheritor of an inverted spectrum. Heinz is like a consciousness that emerged from the non-equilibrium chaos of the universe, a world of thermodynamic liquid—but that would be giving him too much credit. That would imply he had the capacity to feel or to form emotional attachment. Heinz, or whatever his name is, is a zombie, or a philosophical one at least in terms of behaviour and the soul. When you poke him on the arm he feels no sensation but reacts like a normal human would. His palms are shingled, synthetic looking. In a sense he is a pure actor. His love is also simulated, I see that now. Heinz knows how to feel love no more than he knows how to feel the soft caress of mink or Egyptian cotton against his flesh. I suppose his performance mustn’t have been altogether convincing. I think it would upset him if I ever told him this, his confidence would shatter—such is the artist’s demeanour. When you spend a certain amount of time in Heinz’s company you see just how transparent his whole bullshit really is. I feel stupid for getting so caught up in it.
He can identify goals and strive to accomplish them. Perhaps his zombification is more a case of being burnt out than an intrinsic flaw he was born with. I mean, who wouldn’t lose track of themselves living in a world like that? Maybe, he is more like a man-made experience machine, an observer. Swarthy is a brain in a vat of Malmsey wine that believes itself to be suffering through life. Whatever the explanation, it seems likely he isn’t human. 
My problem, perhaps everyone’s problem, is an epistemological one. No one can prove other minds exist, we know no one. It was naïve of me to think I could ever know anyone, never mind a robot like Brandon Swarthy. I hear The Residents playing somewhere out of shot.
By a process of systematic doubt, I am able to determine that the only thing worth believing in is nothingness. 
*
Heinz performs a Pagan rite. Candles flicker throughout the premises of Unger House. He has a rune symbol on his chest in the shape of Sun Whisk, the god of psychosis. Vince is kneeling behind him, half-heartedly humming to Heinz’s mantra.
- It’s our job to purge ourselves of the racial elementals. Cleanse the soil with Janice’s Aryan blood and scatter it across the grounds of the 4th Reich. She’ll be my unholy bride…
Vince opens his eyes, ceases his humming. His tongue is dry but his heart has to know…
- You don’t love me anymore do you?
Heinz turns around with a bewildered expression on his face, the ritual words muddled in his mouth.
- What?
- I said…you don’t love me anymore. Do you?
- What’s love got to do with anything?
Vince feels the nausea building in his gut. This man is practically unrecognisable. He hates this man. This man has killed his beloved Brandon. He can’t cry in front of this man.
- I suppose, to someone like you, love has nothing to do with anything. I just thought I should hear you say it that’s all.
Heinz snorts and goes back to his recital. He says he’s going to bring Janice back to life using an old Nazi occultist ritual. When the soul dies it leaves the inferior body behind—it would be a spiritual resurrection, not a physical one, Heinz says. He raises Janice’s severed head above his own, a tip of spinal cord dangling, and shouts – COME BACK! COME BACK! ALIVE! I’LL MAKE YOU ALIVE AGAIN!
Vince goes red like a salmon about to spawn. He gets up off his knees. He is on the verge of tears, his belly is lurching and his frustration has grown to such an extent that he could not hope to conceal it. 
- I’ve had enough of this.
- Now what’s wrong??
- We came here to start a revolution, not fuck about with necromancy! We got what we came for, let’s just fucking go already! The sooner we get out of this place the sooner we can get back to the city and go our separate ways.
- Oh, but young Vincent…no, no…you are so wrong. Maybe you got what you came for, but my priorities have changed. What better way to prove you deserve godlike status than resurrecting a soul you destroyed? I’m as committed to Ultra-violence as ever, but why stop at a simple motion picture? Why not start a religion?
- Because I don’t want to start a fucking religion! – Vince heard his words linger atmospherically.
- Well that’s too bad isn’t it, because you’re not going anywhere. 
*
Dad, I know you can’t hear me, but I really need someone to talk to. I’m scared, not just for my own life now, but for what’ll happen to me when I die. I don’t want to go to hell dad, but that’s almost certainly where I’m headed…
I know I’ve done some really stupid things in my short, thoughtless little life, things that’ve made you ashamed to call me a son, but this is by far the stupidest. Stupider than that time I spiked the eggnog with rum at Aunt Mildred and Uncle Ian’s centenary wedding reception. You should know, I haven’t tasted regret all that much, but man oh man am I sucking on a bitter pill right now.
So, I met a man. He was ostensively charming, intelligent, courageous in a strange sort of way, and incredibly beautiful to look at. He seemed like a real radical thinker, just like me. Please don’t stop reading, you’re a smart enough man, you knew… you must have known all this time, right? It’s not such a big deal. If I do wind up in hell, trust me when I say it won’t have anything to do with the fact that I’m gay.
It turns out that this man and I fell in love, or at least I fell in love with him—or the idea of him. We embarked on a sex and sugar fuelled road-trip to the depraved depths of our own effervescent insanity. 
You’ve always offered me guidance and tried to do right by me, don’t think I’m unappreciative of this. My running away with an older man isn’t some kind of effort to fill a gap you left in me. It never honestly bothered me that you and auntie were uncultured, uncouth and fundamentally uneducated, but I think I suffered because I found it so hard to make any connections with other kids my own age. There was no one to relate to or to tell me I wasn’t a weirdo. I sort of fell by the wayside, I see that now. 
The man I left with is evil, pure and simple. I do not think he would repudiate these claims. My change of heart might seem rather sudden but he changed so quickly and so suddenly that no one could’ve foreseen the transformation. He wasn’t a radical, he was a duplicitous phony. He didn’t have the discipline or dedication he claimed to possess either. Turns out I’m not such a radical thinker myself. You can take the boy out of the countryside and all that…
 The things he and I have done are hideous. I would however draw your attention to the essay by Thomas DeQuincey on the aesthetic appreciation of murder—‘On Murder Considered as one of the Fine Arts’. It was required reading material around Swarthy and, believe it or not, is hugely convincing in many different ways. If I come back to New York I’ll be arrested the minute I hit the outskirts of Brooklyn. You would be so ashamed. This is my burden to bear. I mean, I didn’t give a shit when I packed up and left, why do I care so godamned much now? Why is my heart breaking because I feel like I let you and mother down? I suppose Auntie Mildred was right in a sense, I am a killer. I was born a killer, I’ll die a killer. It’s a self-fulfilling prophecy. Whenever I’d eat grapes she’d say I didn’t deserve to consume the blood of Christ. 
Truth is that Brandon Swarthy and I…
… he and I, we….
Killed a girl…
More specifically, HE killed her while I videotaped it. 
I thought I’d be explaining my actions to the media. Less of a confession than this, of course.  I didn’t think I’d have to go into hiding.
- People have come far and wide to see the movie, and I’m not just talking about perverts and murderers here! We have state officials, police officers, doctors, all in attendance—I think they got a kick out of sitting in the actual location the film was shot too. 
I was delusional. Now I’m as good as dead.
I wanted you to know that I’m grateful for everything you’ve ever done for me. You put up with me when I was a pain in the backside, which was 90% of the time I guess. You did your best, I mean you really did your best. You forgave me for killing your beautiful wife, stuck up for me when people said things, when they called me evil. You took me to the city to give me a real shot at being happy and being around cultured folks. Arguably the city corrupted my mind in a way that even the Deep South couldn’t have achieved. It isolated me from my family. 
You fed me and kept me clothed. You were a father and a mother and I love you. You gave me an example to live up to, an example I’ve failed to meet the standard of by a long shot. I don’t deserve to touch the soles of your feet. I want you to know this was not your doing. Auntie is right, there’s something bad in me, or there was—I feel like Brandon Swarthy has strangled all the badness out of me. You gave me the benefit of the doubt when I didn’t deserve it. You were amazing, you are amazing. I’m sorry. That’s all I can say. I know it’s not enough. I’ve put you through too much, it’s too late to start backtracking. When word gets out about the Unger House exploits, our relationship will surely be irreconcilable. I wish there was a one last true hope. I wish there was. If I could will it into existence I would do it.
I love you. I didn’t say that enough either.
I love you father…
*
Her flesh has gone a simmering indigo. Janice came back to life and rejected her own body.
She fell in love with Heinz immediately. They ate her body together, chewed her flesh until it revealed the structures beneath. 
- It was not Bolshevik art collectors or their literary henchmen who laid the foundation for a new art or even secured the continued existence of art in this country. No, we were the ones who created this state and have since then provided vast sums for the encouragement of art. We have given art great new tasks. 
Janice giggles coquettishly as she feeds from his palms like a starving pigeon. 
Heinz turns to me, smiling as if nothing out of the ordinary has transpired, offers me a piece of hard necrotic tissue. He is still immaculate, save for a periwinkle of blood on his shirt like a badge commemorating all the fallen soldiers of darkness throughout the eons. The vomit rises as far as my chest but I can swallow it back down. He turns around again and his face has changed, as if he’s put on a different mask. 
It’s MY face. I’m sitting face to face with…myself…
The initial frisson of anxiety has given way to a wretched terror that stiffens my spine. I believe it has been Swarthy’s intention all along to get me out to the country where he could study me, learn to mimic my every move and nuance then usurp my position in society. 
It seems so obvious!
He opens his mouth and the voice belongs to someone else. His face belongs to me but the voice… someone else.
- I went on a trip to Western Africa during my time as itinerant for the New York Times and lived for three months with a tribe of indigenous natives in Mali.
- What?
- There was a man there who cooked food for us all called Mbenguey, an aloof but likeable big character with one ear—which he claims to have lost to wild dogs. He asked me if I’d ever tasted human flesh. I told him I’d always been curious. This was common practice over here, to eat the recently departed. 
- Brandon. I have no idea what’s happening. I think I’ve been drugged.
- They’d smoke the flesh to keep it from spoiling and eat entire cadavers in a communal feast whenever the moon became fullest each month. Mbenguey showed me the pile of bodies he had to cut up and prepare in time for the next feast. He was jolly about it all. He dispelled any reservations I might’ve had about backing out. There were at least 30 corpses, women, children and men. I wanted to taste female flesh. I didn’t realise just how much I wanted it. I was following in the footsteps of my NYT hero William Seabrook, I was convinced that this was a journalist’s dream and I was ready and willing to completely throw myself into my new surroundings. So anyway…
- Wait…
- … the night of the feast came shortly after. Mbenguey’s people were very similar in practice to the Polynesian cannibals I’d encountered a year ago, similar in that they ate as a form of spiritual expression, a kind of respectful mourning of the dead. They didn’t believe in wastefulness and when the human spirit left the body it was not barbaric to feast on the hollow husk left behind. The body was there to be eaten, a gift inherited from the deceased. I wasn’t as interested in being respectful. My desires had more in common with the vicious tribesmen of Papa New Guinea. Mbenguey asked which body part I’d like and tried to push a plate of fly infested intestines on me. I said that I’d much prefer the heart, thigh, and upper arm after hearing about practices in 19th-century Fiji which resulted in tribesmen experiencing unnaturally long lasting lives afterwards.  A slab of richly pigmented meat with a rim of pale yellow fat came my way. Mbenguey said the flesh was white and belonged to a European missionary who died of a snake bite. I’d say pork or veal might be accurate approximations to the flavour of human meat. 
Apparently seeing your doppelganger is an omen of imminent death and bad luck. I know I’m going to die soon, I just know it. I’ve become so obsessed over the past few weeks that I can’t tell where Swarthy ends and I begin. Now he’s manipulated his face to look exactly like mine…I don’t know how…?
- As it happens Mbenguey was not a popular man amongst the rest of his tribe. While he was the only person equipped with the knowhow to prepare food for us, he had been behaving in ways which, even to the savage African cannibals of his own tribe, were deemed highly insidious. 
- Oh really? – Janice broke in.
- Oh yes. There were rumours circulating that Mbenguey had been killing local children and eating them himself. I do seem to remember one time seeing him cut the throat of a little slave-girl belonging to him, and was in the act of cooking her when my translator and escort saw him. 
Eventually he turns to me again and stops his story.
- What’s wrong? You look live you’ve seen a ghost or something?
The words are stuck in my mouth. I can’t unclutter them. This is the most shocked, the most appalled, the most alive I have ever felt. Perhaps Heinz is my own psychopomp come to escort me into hell?
- Vincent? – he offers me another pronged piece of flesh - You should eat this. It’ll stop your heart from shrinking. Old Mbenguey wasn’t without his wisdoms.
I look over at Janice, who is ogling me with jealous revenge in her eyes. I bend forward with my mouth half open. Heinz pops the morsel in and I pull back. The meat is hot on my tongue, seeping juices pour down my throat. I clear my thoughts, take in the spirit of unreality currently permeating the walls of Unger House and bite down. Janice looks away in disgust, like she’s watching a video of someone she used to love get raped by someone she presently hates. Heinz is pleased by my new co-operation. He bends in to kiss me. I hesitate a moment before bending in to meet myself for an erotic exchange of saliva. Chunks of meat cross tongues. Heinz hooks his tongue into my mouth and scoops out some small fragments of flesh lodged between my gums. He even tastes like me, although I suppose we both taste of Janice’s flesh.
- Good, huh?
I’m still chewing, still not thinking too hard about what I’m doing or what I’m eating. Trying to lose all grip on what is real, allowing myself to be taken away into this surreal, violent nightmare without restraint. It’s my only chance of getting out of here alive…
 I suppose I should start calling Heinz ‘Vincent’ now… right? To me he is neither. To me he is and shall remain Brandon Swarthy. Even though he looks identical to me—I can reach out and feel my own skin and ruffle my own dirty blonde head of hair—he is nothing like me. There is the rise of nausea you’d expect, some bizarre variation of the uncanny valley, but when it passes I’m just left with a feeling of anger. He stole my body. He plans to kill me. He broke my fucking heart and tossed me to one side. I hear the West Side Story overture in my head.
*
I have discovered, or rather I have decided, that I have a tumour. It’s started to talk to me. There’s a type of hallucination called Heautoscopy, I think I might be having it. I think that’s why I’m seeing Swarthy as my doppelganger. I heard that people with abnormal tissue growths in their brains experience frequent delusions of a subjective double.
I still think it was Swarthy who helped the proliferation of tumorous tissue in my brain, somehow.  
Swarthy is talking to Janice, ranting about insane things that no one could ever hope to understand. But towards the end of his diatribe I hear him mention my name.
- I plan on killing God tomorrow – he says - Now that I’m Vince. I have absorbed everything worth preserving in Vincent Bittacker character and appearance. There is no need for two incarnations. 
*
I am naïve, by my own description, but not lacking in gumption. I am the tumour. I grow. As is my function. Why? I do not care why. I simply am. It's my prerogative. The host is good to me. You are good to me. As if you want me here. Somehow. 
I can delve into the brain. I have your complete submission. A good, sizeable mind organ. Swollen at the occipital and weighty with fluid. A good fat brain, perfect to suck dry. 
I am the tumour inside your brain. You have many questions. I will try and answer as many as I am able. Since we'll be living together until the end. Might as well grant you the truth at least.
As I've said before, I don't know why I am here. Something in me has a feeling you suspect conspiracy of some kind. Believe me when I say that I was not put here by anyone, not to my knowledge. It's my job to feed and grow until the rest of your body collapses under my oppressive regime. But there is a long time to go till we're at that stage. I’m only the size of an olive right now. Your capacity to think has not been compromised too severely, not yet anyway.
You already know you're going to die. My awareness of your every cell fills me with great joy. I feel there is no fight left in you. Your life-force is lower than most men, seemingly lower even than those who are seconds from death.  I have inherited a weak soul. This is the best way. If you lie back and let me feed and grow at my own pace this will be a much less traumatic experience for you. I am a tumour; if you allow me to grow we can grow and die hand in hand. Think of me as a malignant mushroom budding outwards from your soil. 
We are one, you and I. The heart aches for the love of another. But THIS is real love. Together till the end, bound, fused by tissue and membrane, complete assimilation. 
I have only been here a short while, but I already feel close to you. Silly thing to think really—OF COURSE we're close. But not just in proximity. I have looked into your memory banks, your deepest inlets of thought and imagination. You have had quite a turbulent life. Yet something recent has struck you as particularly significant. I notice that burned into every cranny is a sharp, pristine image of this Brandon Swarthy. He is stuck inside here, tattooed onto your heart. In a sense, I will be living with two people. Swarthy is as much a resident here as you or me. 
I am the tumour. I grow.
I find myself curious. How has my host lived before I came along? I am almost… jealous. To envisage my life partner enjoying life, doing and thinking things without me—doing fine without me—makes me sad indeed. This is not rational thinking. It is emotive thinking. Knee-jerk.
I relate to your feelings of sadness and jealousy. These are ghastly afflictions to bear. I am only a tumour after all. You did not ask for me. You did not seek me out. I appeared like a bolt from the blue. I chose you. You played no part in our union. You did not choose me. I believe you would not have chosen me given the opportunity either. Can you see how this might make me feel? Of course you can. All I ever see or hear is BRANDON SWARTHY. BRANDON SWARTHY, BRANDON SWARTHY.
It is in my nature to be possessive, to dominate and demand control. It is intrinsic to my genetic make-up. Perhaps Swarthy and I share some common traits. 
You give me sustenance. I need you, you do not need me. This also makes me sad. At least we have the ability to relate. At least when I destroy your body from the brain down we can ebb away from the light together knowing we related on some level. The way kindred spirits do. 
I have no conception of the world outside this skull. THIS is my world. YOU are my world. This hollowed dome with the pulsing, multi-faceted food source. It is the perfect isolated existence. 
If I had genitalia I would inflict great sexual wounds on your body in the name of love. I can feel your reproductive organ. It continues to throb with sensation, though I feel that since you became aware of my presence it has ceased to throb with the same intensity. I hope this is not true. This would make me doubly sad. If I had genitals I would penetrate your brain. I would own you in every conceivable way. 
Is it silly to feel like this? It would be hasty to judge me. After all, I was only born a matter of days ago. I have a lot to learn. A lover of death should not bow to love. Lover of death? I sense this is a familiar concept. Ah, yes, Swarthy—who else? He is not a lover of death. I am 10 times more effective than his twisted ego. I was born to kill.
I am the tumour. You are my lover. 
Perhaps it was... fate? Is that what it's called? Yes? Perhaps it was fate that brought us together in holy matrimony. Perhaps if you stopped focusing on someone who has not reciprocated your love and turned your attention to someone who loves you implicitly, unconditionally, you would feel better? I am not SO bad, am I? Everyone dies. There is an image in here of a girl... Janice? You saw her die only yesterday according to your memory banks. Death is natural. You should embrace it. You should embrace me. It is my function to embrace.
 
 

 
 
 
 
Aim low, sex-feet-beneath-the-soil-low
Headlong into the bloody fissure
A soft, red sprout
And love and death will entwine their fingers
And the world will be free of our disease
We’ll go out as artists, artists with dignity
What are you afraid of? A cellular death?
Are you afraid of pain, of necrosis, or annihilated consciousness?
Did you worry about life before you were born?
Let’s write fatal poetry together
*
Vince looks at his own face in the knife's reflection. He tilts it until it distorts. His thoughts soon shift to that of Brandon. The tumour in his brain sends a shuddering migraine throughout the dimensions of his skull in jealous protest. When he thinks of Swarthy, he feels bereaved. He feels like his lover has died—murdered by a neo-Nazi philistine called Heinz. After killing Swarthy, Heinz went about stealing Vince's identity. He wonders how long it'll be until the mad German tries to take him out of the game once and for all. There is temptation in Vince to let Heinz have his wish. 
Janice's disembodied head is sitting in from of the fire. The imitation of Vincent is lying beside it, legs outstretched, toes flexed towards the flames. He has an erection. Vince notices that even the penis has shrunk to copy his own. No longer does he have the long tumescent instrument of Swarthy, nor even the firm, wide shank of Heinz. It looks very much like Vincent's penis—stubby but fleshy, well hidden beneath a long hood of foreskin and jumble of pubic hair. 
The tumour has sapped his sexual motivation. That said, it's not likely Vince would've been aroused by the image of himself lying naked in front of the hearth. He is a rather unattractive specimen. Seeing the imitation before him only clarifies these insecurities. Death now seems like a warm and welcome release from all this agony and self-doubt. For the first time he can feel a maddening sadness build up inside him. He feels so frustrated and futile. 
A part of him wants nothing more than to walk over to the imitation of himself and tear open his own throat with the knife. Vince takes a step forward, fingers tightening around the grooves of the weapon's handle. He thumbs the blade until a pinprick of blood slides down the metal in droplets and collects on the floor beside his foot.  He takes another step forward.
- Vincent? - he says, checking if the imitation is really drifting into a deep sleep. Janice doesn't move either. Another step forward, then one back. He re-assumes forward motion. The knife is in a vice-tight grip; blood is leaking from the thumb under this forced exertion. 
- Oh... Vincent?
Still nothing. Another step forward, this time no step back. Always forward motion, there is only forward motion.
- Stop - says the imitation. Vince stops dead in his tracks; an icy wave courses through his belly. The knife falls to the floor of Unger House.
- I was... just… I think…. – he struggles to retrieve a satisfactory explanation and gives up.
- I can see.
- What're you talking about?
- I see! - The imitation twists his head round to an unnatural angle, almost completely turned back on the frontal neck muscles. The mirror-image of Vince's face sends a fresh surge of cold fear and nausea through him.
- What'd you mean 'you see'? - He tries to sound casually off-hand and innocent.
- I see. I see with my eyes. Killing God will be easy. Kill the director. The director - PAH! I'm the star of the Fourth Reich. Kill the Untermenschen, kill the lousy Jew in power!
- Are you implying that I’m the Jew in power?
- Yes! Yes! It's a fucking conspiracy. My brain is always on, but there is no broadcast except the Indian head test pattern of my quiet plotting, ha-ha. Ultra-violence is the one true justice. Kill the lousy fucker behind the veil! Hiding, that's what you're doin’ yano! – Vince’s head is prickled with fear and embarrassment. As Heinz goes on with his diatribe none of the words seem to make any sense. Vince is stuck in a state of semantic satiation. Janice starts laughing and the mist clears. Vince calms himself down. It occurs to him that the imitation is malfunctioning. Perhaps it is Swarthy and he's a replicating organism. Whatever he is, Vince can see the holes in him. His weakness is his own insanity. 
- Which persona are you currently occupying?
- Are you afraid of me young Vincent?
Vince waits a moment before admitting - Yes. I'm afraid of you.
- Then why did you come with me? If you're so afraid of dying for the cause. I thought you were at least committed. 
- I... think I’ve made a grievous error of judgement coming to Unger House with you.
The imitation of Vince smiles warmly. The imitation gets up and kneels in front of Vince. He takes his hands in his own and looks the mirror image in the eye.
- The whole point of this is to bring about the onset of The Great Isolation, to humble people into retreating socially. We have to know that we’re ALL guilty.
- You’re not the same person, are you?
- I’m the same person who killed Suzie.
Vince couldn’t talk. His tongue went dry instantly. How could he know about Suzie?
Vince blinked twice and the imitation was gone. Poof! —Just like that…
He was left kneeling in front of the crackling fire. Alone again. His default status…
*
It was almost a decade ago, back when he was a better person. When he was innocent and the world first betrayed him…
Vince was just an ugly kid with a hair full of rats. When the other kids called him a faggot he felt like the world had made up its mind about him. What was the point in trying to be good? In the end everyone leaves…
The rotors of a helicopter chopping above them in the near-distance. He waited for the mirror image of himself to react, that sudden paroxysm, but it never came. Vincent could feel himself dissolving into the annuls of history, becoming one with the doppelganger, finally becoming one person for everyone to remember. Cats squawk in a mangled chorus of agony. They hiss and spray and get their backs up. Cats know.
- Is that...The Backstreet Boys?
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
PART II
 
“Art is a lie that makes us realize truth.” Pablo Picasso
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
The second film I’ve been to see in as many days, it’s longer than the first. Longer than Warhol’s SLEEP. Longer than EMPIRE even. EVOLUTION OF A FILIPINO FAMILY is almost watchable, but at 10 hours, 50 minutes, your attention starts to drift maybe halfway through. The premise is very basic—it documents a family of farmers under a state of siege during the Ferdinand Marcos era. In the most interesting thread, one family member is hired to kill celebrated filmmaker and open homosexual Lino Brocka (who directed INSIANG, the first Filipino film to get screened at Cannes). In the movie there is hardly any dialogue which makes the experience even more isolating. In this screening no one talks. There are no teenagers making out in the middle or back rows. There are three viewers present, all of them are as spectral and anti-social looking as I am. 
There is a mentally ill mother in the film who cannot raise her son and berates him. I identify with the character Kadyo, the one who is assigned to kill Brocka in the movie. 
Two men walk in this time, this time I’m positive it’s Kevin Bacon and Bill Murray, both wearing novelty t-shirts. Kevin’s says - “I like children they are tasty” and Murray’s – “Please Don’t Let Kevin Bacon Die…” A teenage dance sensation and a Ghostbuster. And, you know, why wouldn’t it be them? They go to the movies too, don’t they? They probably hang out with other actors all the time, even if they’ve never been in a movie together. Kevin Bacon is an acclaimed actor. Bill Murray is a real actor too. He was in a lot of great indie films towards the latter half of his career, why wouldn’t he be interested in EVOLUTION OF A FILIPINO FAMILY? Kevin Bacon has a parlour game named after him called ‘Six Degrees of Kevin Bacon’. His name is used to sum up the interconnectedness of the universe. He is a god among men.  Bill Murray will go to college parties and crash birthday parties on a whim then stick around, sign a whole bunch of merchandise and clean up the mess. Why wouldn’t they be here watching EVOLUTION OF A FILIPINO FAMILY? They probably have more right to be here than me!
Bill Murray is flicking through his cell phone. Kevin Bacon comes up behind him to look at the screen. I see mouths moving. This is, to my knowledge, the first time these two actors have been seen together on screen or off it. This might be a momentous conversation. I try to overhear their conversation. I make up most of the dialogue. This is really what I think I hear…
- Is that a Darger original? Bacon asks.
His eyes look burnt out, as if he’s looked too long at an eclipse. 
- It is – Bill Murray replies – The reason we’re all doomed.
- Huh?
- The Slave State bible man, the one that fell into the hands of Baroness Un and his buddies, is called The Story of the Vivian Girls, in What is Known as the Realms of the Unreal, of the Glandeco-Angelinian War Storm, Caused by the Child Slave Rebellion. The author? One Henry Darger. The same reclusive native of Illinois and religious fanatic who wrote the 15,000 page tome across the span of his life whose artwork you so admire. The Glandelinian race sought inspiration from Darger’s text and set out to be the scourge of Abbieannia. 
- No kiddin’?
I cease my earwigging. Lav Diaz shot the film over 10 years—during which time, actors on the project died and the director himself went through a messy divorce.  Do I hear Yo la Tengo?
I’m starting to realise why I do this to myself. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Dayton Priest
 
The one time I visited Unger House was a significant moment for me. I am an exponent of Ultra-realism and of its main principles. I am on a mission to further the objectives set by Vincent Bittacker and Brandon Swarthy, otherwise commonly referred to as the Unger House Radicals.  
My name is Dayton Priest. I’m originally from Arizona but have since decided to relocate to Louisiana so that I may better pursue a career in my chosen cinematic genre. I have all the right credentials—after attending Arcadia High School in Phoenix I moved back to California where I graduated from Saratoga High School. 
There was a time, long ago, when I attended Hebrew school. It was Rabbi Miskatarian who got me into experimental cinema and, by proxy, Ultra-realism.  I immediately enrolled in UCLA Film School for graduate work in film. There I directed a short experimental piece film called WHY I WANT TO FUCK PRESIDENT OBAMA and a soft-core Ballardian comedy called THE MONOGAMY EXHIBITION. 
At UCLA, I met Chaz Anderson, a wannabe horror director with a rubicund face. At first he did not interest me at all, horror movies don’t excite me that much, but when he told me that his sister Clara had been murdered by Otto Spengler, the godfather of Ultra-realism, suddenly he seemed like a man I ought to know. 
Anderson was as obsessed with his sister’s murderer as I was with the sub-genre her killer had spawned. Anderson was like a celebrity to me at this point. This was as close to the legendary Ultra-realists as I’d gotten. I begged him for more information, but all he knew was that Spengler was an escaped mental patient who’d once been a high school teacher. After going completely insane Spengler started taking children to Unger House and the surrounding Louisiana countryside with the intention of raping, killing and cannibalising their corpses. To Anderson I played the role of the morbidly fascinated serial killer aficionado. This succeeded in luring him in. If he found out the admiration I held for his sister’s killer he might recoil and withhold information that could be precious to me.
 Of course, Anderson and I soon struck up a friendship—a big pornography company brought us both in to re-cut a Turkish film titled ‘Ben Benim dev Horoz ile Yüzünüzü fuck Istiyorum’ (roughly translated that’s ‘I WANT TO FUCK YOUR FACE WITH MY GIANT COCK’).
I added some new 3-D colour footage and we earned a writer's and director’s credit each. Anderson found he enjoyed the production and editing sides of things. I was more concerned with story and the message of a film. It was a professional match made in heaven.
One night, while getting high on Benzedrine inhalers, I convinced him to take a road trip with me to Unger House. I explained that we could do a documentary on his sister Clara and perhaps stumble across an explanation for her death along the way—even though I had a strong feeling that Spengler’s motivations were purely animal and spontaneous. The nature of a man like Otto Spengler is something that cannot be quantified or studied with any degree of exactitude. He was an aberration of the highest order, driven by thoughts and desires he deemed justifiable and worthy of lifelong pursuit. I don’t think Anderson ever understood this or was capable of understanding it. He was very much a believer in the just-world-hypothesis; that men like Bittacker and Swarthy deserve to be punished because they expunged his ugly sister. He is driven by emotion and the muggy feeling of being hard done by. Loss kills all rational thought, in my opinion. Anderson was a man too bereaved to provide any sensible input and thusly was unable to get fully on board with a project like this without being deceived into doing so. To understand a man like Spengler, or even men like Bittacker and Swarthy, one must silence all emotional content. A reaction infused with negative emotion is only ever going to end with an unsatisfactory conclusion. Without sounding arrogant, I have always possessed the ability to ignore my nagging conscience. 
 I can separate art from the artists. I don’t think twice about Polanski fiddling with children, Burroughs gunning down his wife or about Bergman fleeing from the Inland Revenue. In some cases foibles laid bare provide a more intimate insight into these artists as men. The ugly spirit. Ultra-violence, more than a genetic predisposition, is an embracing of the ugly spirit. We needed a Brandon Swarthy, someone who was born insane, to show us all how to follow suit.
As the universe evolves towards higher levels of complexity and consciousness we have to learn to adapt ourselves in time for Omega. ‘God from god’. The noosphere has another stage to go until it has reached its apex, maybe more than one stage.  
One must have complete and utter contempt for their audience—why?—because that is the nature of the Ultra-Realists. The overarching message, if there is one that is definable, is that human life is not special, nor should it ever be viewed as such. The brutal act of one human erasing another is something we should become desensitised to if we are to avoid becoming the awful hypocrites of the universe. After all, we kill animals, plants and sully our planet as readily as we might release a toxic cloud of methane from our anuses or spit our tarred mucus upon the soil. It is Ultra-Realism that might save us from judgement. Once we realise we are not special and are in fact inferior to the natural predators of earth can we hope to enjoy any notion of life following this one. 
This could just be a dress rehearsal. In the audition we must accept our deviance and accept that it is a by-product of our flaws and weakness as a species. For instance, you should be able to watch me kill another human being. You should be able to watch someone you do not know kill someone you do know. You should also be able to watch someone you know kill someone you do not know, or kill someone you know on similar terms. Perhaps most importantly, you should also be able to kill another human being without hesitance. 
*
Anderson and I took a night time journey to the old Unger House place, in much the same way Bittacker and Swarthy did. We told no one where we were actually going. I told my parents that I had a big job working on the latest Atom Goyan movie as a technical consultant. Anderson’s only remaining family was a crazy mother with Alzheimer’s. He was able to slip off with much less hassle or trickery. 
We arrived at mid-day on December 2nd. The Great Isolation was coming even then, I could feel it. 
When we drove up the dirt road that lead to Unger House I’m not ashamed to admit that I was a little nervous. This had been my dream for the longest time. I was meters from cinematic history. I was about to galvanise the genre, bring it into the public conscious. It also occurred to me that I hadn’t planned on what I was going to do once we got there. It hadn’t even crossed my mind that I might re-enact the old Swarthy footage, hack off old Anderson’s head and film the murder. But I’m sure that had it come to that I would’ve keenly done so accordingly. Instead, as I walked up onto the porch, I was struck with a tremendous feeling of this being a kind of homecoming. My joy was almost orgasmic. I’m sure Anderson was wondering why I was so happy to finally be present at the scene of his sister’s brutal demise. He was suitably sombre and I could tell he wasn’t enjoying being here.
- This place isn’t right – he said, rather cryptically. I asked him to elaborate.
- It feels… wrong somehow. Like when you go to an old Nazi concentration camp that's become a tourist attraction or something. You can tell a lot of unnecessary death has happened in this place.
Already Anderson was ruining the experience with emotion. 
They never did catch Vincent Bittacker. Some folk say he had a tumour, in which case he’d be long dead anyway. Swarthy was reputedly a fantastic actor with unlimited range who could blend into surroundings and assume entirely new identities at will. I think Bittacker picked up a few of his tips. Maybe he got possessed by the same radical spirit that imbued Swarthy (whose gutted body was discovered in a gas station bathroom in Greensboro). They think a trucker killed him. No one knew why. 
That is what’s so fascinating about the Ultra-realists—they defied universal conventions—like dying! Three days after Brandon Swarthy was killed and his body reported he appeared in the video recording killing a girl. How was this possible? Was it a different Swarthy who got back in Bittacker’s car and accompanied him to Louisiana? Yet police reports identify that the man in the recording is irrefutably him. It’s not so unbelievable. Every religion has their martyr. Swarthy is our Jesus Christ, only real and infinitely superior.
If you ever see the footage of Brandon Swarthy killing the Janice girl he looks possessed by something. Maybe it was just the impression left upon him following a shuddering revelation? Perhaps he finally saw through all the bullshit and was able to act without constraint? 
You know, Swarthy really does look like a ghost, all deathly pale, manic eyed. He has this perennial calmness about him. I wish I knew exactly what happened that fateful weekend when he and Bittacker went to Unger House and became radicals. 
On the horizon there is a ship potted on the still water with a flag at half-mast. The sunset is mauve and blood-orange.
*
I remember Unger House and its smells.
It was icy to the core and marshed in dry-rot, entirely faithful to the old legend by the way. Of course, this really pleased a fan-boy like me, but I could spot Anderson's regret at having come here instantly. He started shivering and exhaling so heavily that his frozen breath started to catch in his lungs. There were a few moments of wheezing. Coughing followed, then came the cold sweats. His reaction to Unger House was one of shock. I tried to reassure him that everything was alright but his body was too busy convulsing.
- We shouldn't have come here - he muttered between chattering teeth. I don't mind telling you I found his attitude wholly unprofessional. I unpacked a blanket and threw it over Anderson's shoulders. He eventually calmed down. Then the questions came flooding out of his mouth like pellets of candy from a broken, unrelenting PEZ dispenser. 
- Why did we come here? What could we hope to find that's of any use? Surely what's done is done.
- Don't you want to know why Spengler butchered your sister? - I tried to mask my giddy enthusiasm at having spotted a dried blood stain spattered up the wall.
He shook his head.
- No, not anymore. I just want to get back home. I'm sorry Priest, I hope you're not too disappointed, but I just cannot spend another second in this fucking... house of torture.
You might be surprised to discover that I did not kill Anderson, although I really felt like killing him. Instead we gathered up our things and left Unger House. I didn't cause a fuss about it either. We went to an oyster house in the next town up and never spoke about the murders again, although I did immediately start looking for accommodation in the Louisiana area, something which perplexes Anderson to this day. We still maintain a frequent dialogue, he and I. I find his closeness to the subject of my obsession to be rather vital. Talking to him reminds me of my connection to the case and to the genre.
It was enough just to've been there. To've inhaled that fetid air and walked the rotting, blood mottled planks of its floorboards. It was enough to confirm that the self-imposed Great Isolation is the way forward. There can be no doubting it now. Most Ultra-realists seem like perfectly ingratiated members of society to the naked eye but outward appearances can be deceiving. They are often two people—one-part man, who is affable and seemingly content, but they are men in constant collaboration with their unconscious mind. It’s the collision of intellects that makes the movement so interesting.
Imagine it—human beings quietly locked away in cell block high rises for the duration of their lives. Deprived of food and love long enough till they expire naturally. If we had any threat of a conscience, we would put this lifestyle into effect with the utmost immediacy. Killing off this race is the most responsible thing we could do as a species. It's what we deserve, it's our fucking destiny—to die alone and starving. But, alas, we have more fight in us than that. I am realistic. Not everyone would be likely to go along with this ideology or its practices and it would probably take the most expensive subliminal advertising campaign in history to convince them otherwise. We can't accept when we're beaten, we have to keep on going. I think it's our biggest flaw. No such thing as lying down and taking it. Oh no! We have to fight for every last shred of our pathetic existences even if it's to the detriment of the world around us and our own sanity. 
We have our soundtracks, we have our great movies, our works of fiction and journalism. There’s no need to keep fighting or striving for better. We don’t need or deserve one last swansong. We can go out heroically with our artistic integrity intact! It’s time to check out. 
Which is why Ultra-Realism happened in the first place, right? All great cinematic movements are a reaction to the social constructs of the time. Ultra-Realism is a reaction to a species that has gone past its expiry date, outstayed its welcome. I'm positive that's what Bittacker and Swarthy had intended.  People who slow down to get a good look at auto wreckages and who watch beheading videos and revel in the intimate, gory details of celebrity suicide will be the first to join. They won’t be able to help it. Their morbid fascination will bring them into Ultra-Realism whether they want to die or not. It’s called Excitation-transfer theory. It is a call for self-awareness. For the sake of our souls!
So why don't I kill myself? Well, you might find this a conceited statement, but who would spearhead the Neo-Realists if I’m gone? Just like all healthy civilisations, every apocalypse needs its prophet. 
These days I suppose I act at a grassroots level—making copy upon copy of the execution video and dispensing it to young artists and filmmakers who I believe could contribute to the genre. Believe it or not I have found a lot of newblood and I will continue to show the video to as many willing and responsive people as I’m able. It is my ambition to start an underground course in the basic principles of Ultra-Realism. 
During my months of talent scouting, I have even managed to find a woman who shares my views. She is 4 months pregnant and we have agreed to raise our son as an Ultra-Realist who can lead the next generation into The Great Isolation. The end of us. The end of art. Let’s make ourselves a Rothko painting. Designs for our own wall-pillar church are also underway. Architects have laid out a barrel-vaulted nave with large open chapels separated by wall-pillars, like something put together by the master Masons of Bavaria. It will be quite stunning. It will outlive us all. 
 Now, I know what you're thinking—you must think that by having a child we are being counter-intuitive to the cause, am I right? A movement based solely on the annihilation of mankind does not run parallel with that of procreation. I understand this. But at this stage we must be practical and act only with posterity in mind, because we will not see The Great Isolation in my lifetime. It will be a slow building process. It makes sense to have at least one person you can trust to carry on the work started by Swarthy and Bittacker...
If the blue meanies are going to get me they’d better get off their asses and do something.
We have to be brave. Seal the nail in our own coffin. Like Matisse said, ‘art takes courage…’
Do I hear Sam and Dave on a car radio somewhere?
 
We are all vampires, even on a cellular level
You should consider dead tissue
Fibrinous and pus-filled
This is a key component of our meat suit
Epithelial, muscular, connective and nervous
It needs blood or it will die
There is a mutual parasitic contract between our bodies and the world around us.
We feed from ourselves too
Cannibalising everything
If creating life is art, then living and dying must be poetry
 

 
Mika. S – (Queen of the Last True Hope)
 
I don’t think the Ultra-Realists represent the end of art. I believe Auguste Rodin when he said “The main thing is to be moved, to love, to hope, to tremble, to live.”  
Before I led the line with Shane Swank and Dwight Priest, I was a much different person. My first experience with the Radicals came when I was sixteen years old.
So, my friend Brian Kowalski had this tape. I don't know how he got it, he always seemed to dig up these weird and wonderful artefacts from somewhere—but this tape... it was the most fucked up thing I’d ever seen. There's this girl, who looked kind of like an older version of me, getting her head sawn off by a naked, pale looking lunatic. I always avoided those online videos, you know, the ones of Islamic state militants cutting off people’s heads and stuff. But Brian was insistent that I watch this—as if I’d be enlightened by it or something.
 First he choked her out. Brian explained it all—manual obstruction of blood flow to the brain (caused by compressing the arteries and veins of the neck) was a classic bare-knuckle fighting tactic, apparently. I had never seen someone killed before, yano, not in real life... like, never an ACTUAL unsimulated murder. My friend Brian seemed to really enjoy it, or he was amused by it at least. I was appalled—and it had nothing to do with my being a girl by the way. But then, I guess, Brian was amused by all manner of grotesquery—we once watched this video of a man having sex with a severed goat’s head and Brian thought it was hilarious. Obviously I didn't. He almost tricked me into watching the Dnipro killings by saying he found a leaked trailer for the latest Batman movie. You'd have to be sick in the head to enjoy watching that shit. It's weird, he was always accusing me of being too uptight. Maybe he was right, but I just couldn’t shake the image out of my head. Truth be told, I was a little offended that he enjoyed a video portraying a woman, not dissimilar in appearance to yours truly, being carved up like a Christmas turkey. Apparently there had been a few other kids with copies of the execution. I'm certain Brian was responsible for spreading the product as far and wide as it got. Just don't blow my brains out! The Japanese want to buy them! – he’d beg in faux surrender when accused of taking one of his creepy little obsessions too far.
But that video…
I mean, I literally couldn’t stop thinking about it. This guy chopped her head right off! And there wasn't a glimmer of remorse in him; you could really see it in his eyes. He totally believed that what he was doing was a noble act.  He had this inner peace about it all. The most disturbing part was the cult following this tape gathered. Apparently there were already kids making copycat footage by this stage—what’s THAT about? A couple of the arty kids in the year above me even had this secret club where they got together after school and discussed the tape. Fuck knows what they spoke about all evening, interpretation or something, but it couldn’t have been healthy to sit and watch it over and over again. 
 Everyone had these...’theories’ about the footage too. Some folk said the guy who decapitated the woman was the demonic spirit of a serial killer who died just before the recording was made. I'm not a big believer in ghosts. It makes more sense to me that the guy on the film is just a crazed and vicious human being. People always feel the need to conjure up these ugly spirits as a way of rationalising the bad things that happen in the world and the awful things human beings do to each other. What people don't realise is that we usually carry out the most heinous acts unprompted. There's no demonic possession happening, we're already impregnated with this ugly spirit. 
Other people think that the killer is some guy called Bittacker from New York. Some pretentious movie-geek who wanted to shock all the people who ever laughed at him in high-school into reverence. He used to stay around these parts, apparently he still has family in New York. That seems kind of farfetched too.
Some of the kids were getting downright fanatical about the film. Everyone had their own analysis. Everyone except me. Tell me, do you think twice about a terrorist’s mindless violence when you watch a beheading video? Do you ever believe he's making a statement beyond the act itself and the effect it'll have upon his enemies? What about when you read in the news that a maniac has gone around and murdered a bunch of innocents? Are his motivations artistic? No! So what I didn’t get is why everyone and their grandma seemed to think there was more to this video than the others? Why couldn’t it just have been another senseless, misogynistic slaying without rhyme or reason? I never got the hype at all. It was shocking, sure ok, but that's it. It had no substance, not to me at least. And let me tell you, if the filmmakers behind this horrible piece of cinema DID have an ulterior motive then they completely failed to communicate it to me. Hell, maybe I’m just not that cerebral a gal, but it smacked of effort. It was a terrible act conducted in an overly deliberate manner. 
The video was bullshit. 
The filmmakers were murderers, misogynists and pretentious hacks. If a sixteen-year-old girl could see that then why couldn’t everyone else?
 It’s not that I wasn’t ever interested in serial killers or anything, I was. I also loved horror movies, but when people started trying to find lame artistic excuses to kill each other, well I kind of don’t have any patience for that. 
The Greensboro Gutter, now THAT’S an interesting serial killer! He travelled around the southern states killing people of no specific description, gutting them and always getting away with it. Folks thought he originally came from some part of Greensboro because that’s where the majority of the gutted bodies were found, but others have been discovered scattered around the country—two of the victims' bodies were found at the Whiskey Bay boat launch 30 miles west of Baton Rouge and another just off Interstate 10. Bodies were found in a rented boat shed, some woodland near Lake Sam Rayburn, a beach in Jefferson County and others were dumped in various ditches and sugarcane fields across the country. They even found another one on another beach on the Bolivar Peninsula. Same deal—gutted like a fish. Brian’s dad used to be part of the FBI Behavioural Analysis Unit, before he lost his cool, and he’d swear blind that serial killers usually target strangers with no ties to themselves, but the Gutter seemed to know so much about his victims.
 Even with police constantly surveying the Greensboro area they still haven’t found a single shred of evidence. CCTV footage always came up completely blank. Case in point—the Gutter killed this one guy in a gas station toilet WHILE the cops were parked just outside! 
 He gets around too. Everyone on the news seems to be dying the same way. A Jane Doe was found in Crestview, Florida and a month later, in Turlock, California, the body of Cynthia Lyn Rose was discovered—gutted.
The Gutter, now he’s a real ghost! Still going strong a decade on. What a champ! All evidence points to one man committing all the crimes. I mean, how incredible is that? I’m not condoning what he’s doing or what he’s done, but…come on!
Back when I was a young girl, police administered thousands of DNA tests to men in and around the general area of the murders, but with no leads, they had to allow DNAPrint Genomics access to DNA left at the crime scenes. They generated an ancestry profile indicating that the suspect was Caucasian and had a history of melanoma. Obviously this doesn’t narrow down the search much. 
Maybe he’s dying? Maybe that’s why he’s been inflicting such brutal and bloody suffering on these folks. He’s like a stereotype of pure evil, a cross between Genghis Khan and Pablo Escobar, Freddy Krueger and The Slender Man… Pyramid Head and Grendel, Pogo the Clown—Baba Goya. One final misguided act of absolution? I doubt anyone could be terminal for over 10 years, but I could be wrong.  Maybe he’s the grim reaper reincarnated as a post-modern monster? Is he god? Maybe he's the executioner in the video everyone was raving about? Unlikely, but who knows… 
 Only one woman has ever claimed to’ve met the Greensboro Gutter in the flesh—a hitchhiker originally from Oregon who travelled from Spokane to Indiana as his cabin mate. Halfway through the journey, he apparently tried to gut her right there and then but the woman managed to prize open the passenger’s door, roll out onto the freeway and run into the nearby thickets. Police did a background check on the woman and it turns out she was on the run herself after killing her boyfriend. There’s no guaranteeing exactly how many psychotic truck drivers there’s been out there throughout the years, but I imagine there couldn’t have been too many…
What it really boils down to is that there are two types of people in the world—people who do things for the right reasons and people who do things for the wrong reasons. 
The Greensboro Gutter is a smart serial killer—actually, I guess he’s more like a vigilante because all his victims seem to be loathsome characters that deserved to die. He isn’t doing it for the attention and even then he’s making ten times more pertinent a statement than those morons that killed the girl on that film. They figure he must be a trucker to travel up and down the southern states so quickly—police also found what appeared to be a giant tyre thumper at one of the crime scenes. I admit this was sloppy, uncharacteristic even, but he hasn’t turned himself in or tried to get any limelight. He’s content working away in the shadows, doing his business quietly and efficiently. A labour of love and, in a perverse way, of justice. All the artists and musicians I respected worked like that. People appreciate a real artist who strives only to achieve better art, who leaves the ego at the front door. You have to, if nothing else, respect that about the Greensboro Gutter. 
 I know I’d like to get my own back on the kids who made my life a misery. I used to have terrible skin you see and had to use this topical steroid cream to treat my acne. I was resigned to the fact that I probably wouldn’t ever have a boyfriend in high-school. Obviously I was subject to vigorous ridicule on an hourly basis. 
 You see, I also had a strong disdain for human life. I was asocial, unattractive with a 2.5 grade point average. All the ingredients were there. It’s funny, my dad would’ve loved me to have been a bully. He was a bully when he was younger and he was a bully as an adult. I admit that I’d fantasised about the Greensboro Gutter catching my father and teaching him a lesson. My dada eventually OD’d on Nembutal while I was at college. I thanked the Gutter for giving my father a soul virus, gutting his innards of the human need to survive.  The Gutter was like a superhero to me. He’d say to my father – Leo Johnson, your reign of tyranny is well and truly up – before disappearing into the shadows again. I’m convinced to this day that’s exactly what happened.
*
I’m not ruling out the Louisiana sheriff Department either. Did you know there are over 100 unsolved murders in that part of the country? They’ve been treading on thin ice ever since the way they dealt with the slaying of those women in Jefferson Davis Parish a few years ago. Hell, maybe the cops are just taking out the trash? Somehow I doubt their intentions would be that noble, nor are they smart enough to actually get away with it. Brian’s dad said the sheriff department regularly got embroiled in drug trafficking, tampered with crime scenes and were no strangers to conducting illegal highway stops. The Department of Justice’s Civil Rights Division had to intervene on several occasions due to improper police procedures. 
I worried about Brian. Not just because he was the only boy in my year who would actually talk to me, which makes me question his motives in hind sight… He was already showing signs of the unholy triad—voluntary urination, cruelty to animals and sexual arousal by fire. If we’re to take anything from psychological profiling seriously, we might safely deduce that Brian exhibited early psychopathic tendencies. 
I’d known him practically my whole life and his dad was a well-respected former-FBI officer, I’m sure it was just a phase he went through. 
*
It was midnight when the front doorbell rang. My dad was really pissed off—he had work at the factory early the next day and because he detested his job and his family he usually wanted to spend as much time in bed as possible. This was when his stomach cramps started. I remember him storming downstairs rubbing his belly and carrying a half-empty bottle of Pepto Bismol in his left hand. Anyway, when he opened the door there was nobody there; just this old VHS tape lying on the mat. My dad picked it up and dropped it when he realised it was slathered in some kind of fluid. Course, this got him even madder. He yelled at me, raised the hard edge of his hand—kept it quivering over my left cheek for a moment—then retracted into a balled fist which he proceeded to railroad through the drywall instead. I was now looking down the barrel of his pointer finger, blood oozing over the knuckle and onto the carpet.
- Tell your fuckin’ friends NEVER to call at this hour again you little ingrate bitch, do you hear?
I nodded but in my head I thought – what friends do I have?
Dad had beads of spittle on his impotent moustache. He stormed back upstairs and I heard a lamp getting hurled off a wall and my mother squealing. I got a pair of gardening gloves, retrieved the tape and closed the door over.
The spine of the box read ‘ISOLATION FOOTAGE’. I didn’t have a VHS player and I didn’t know anyone who had one either. I don’t know why but I called Brian’s cell.
- Bryan, were you at my house tonight?
- No. Why?
- Are you sure? Someone left a tape.
- A tape?
Bryan sounded genuinely surprised.
- It says ‘ISOLATION FOOTAGE’ on it. What does that mean?
- How am I supposed to know? Sometimes I feel like a vampire. Sometimes I want to eat the heart of darkest America…
I hung up the phone and that was that. Or so I thought.
I had no idea I’d be one of the last true hopes….
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CBS SEATTLE
 
Gayle Cotten - Ok Mr Dummit do you want to start the interview?
DI Dummit - Oh, sure. 
Gayle Cotten - We’re here today by a roadside in Oklahoma where police have stumbled upon a shocking and gruesome discovery, believed to be the handiwork of the infamous Greensboro Gutter. Detective Inspector Lyle Dummit Criminal Investigation Branch was among the first people at the scene. Detective Dummit, can you talk us through your findings?
DI Dummit - Um, yeah. As you mentioned, we found a van belonging to a long-haul driver at the roadside in Interstate 40 corridor in Oklahoma. Both long combination containers were initially locked vice-tight. When we eventually managed to prize it open we discovered a travelling torture chamber inside. 
Gayle Cotten - What was going through your mind at this time?
DI Dummit - Well, there were over 30 bodies piled up on top of each other in various stages of decay. As you can imagine it was pretty horrible. The most recent cadaver appeared to be only a day old.  
Gayle Cotten - Can you describe this ‘chamber of death’ for the viewers at home?
DI Dummit - The interior layout was elaborate with stained mattress and hooks on the wall where victims appear to have been chained and spread-eagled by the killer. Among the identified bodies there were only 4 men—Clarence Hirchhauser, a recently dismissed councilman from Dallas, a young pornographic actor by the name of Chandler West and a man called Brandon Swarthy, who is also known to the police. There has also been a positive ID on a man from Aschaffenburg in Germany who had affiliations with Neo-Nazi organisation the National Front. His victims mostly appear to be women, mostly notorious lot lizards. 
Gayle Cotten - Can we say ‘lot lizards’? We can, ok! Do you have any leads on the case?
DI Dummit - Among the evidence found, there was a 24-hour log book located in a compartment under the driver’s side of the cabin. There was little else in the way of personal effects. The scratched off Teamsters Union badge on the windshield and the CB radio that had been disembowelled from the dash, nothing to shed light onto the real killer’s identity.
Gayle Cotten - Is it true that pages were torn out of the log book but seemed to belong to a man called Randy Elsinore?
DI Dummit - We can neither confirm nor deny anything at this stage I’m afraid.
Gayle Cotten - Ok, thank you Detective. 
-------------------
 
 
 
 
 
 
*
Bryan comes up to me in school the next day. He’s all red-faced and panicky 
- Ok… the tape, do you still have it?
- Yes…
- I know what it is.
- Ok.
- You have to bring it to my house. My uncle has this old VHS player in his attic. We can watch it on that.
 So that night I went over to Bryan’s house. His parents were out at some veteran policeman’s charity event or something. Bryan had this old ugly Daewoo VHS player sitting in the centre of the living room floor with cables leading behind the television set. He seized the tape from me and fed it into the cassette slot. An image of a young girl who’d been beat up pretty bad appeared. 
- You know what this is don’t you? – he asked, pausing the screen.
- No…
- It’s a message from the future.
I kept my eyes on the image of the battered girl. He unpaused and after 5 minutes the tape cut out. 
- It’s the Great Isolation. I’ve heard stuff about it, I don’t know what to believe…
- What kind of stuff have you heard about it?
- Well, that it’s the next stage in our evolution, mass suicide. There’s an entire sub-culture devoted to its concept.
- Uh, huh…
- No really! Check it out!
Bryan brought out a bag of literature. They looked more like cheap fanzines. I didn’t bother flipping through them, I got the gist. The Great Isolation was all part of some cult bullshit. I heard Bryan refer to it once before as Ultra-Realism, I tend to zone out whenever he went on about all that shit. The saviour of mankind will be suicide and its prophets are serial killers and film makers—apparently. I didn’t get it then and I don’t get it now… but I realise now how seriously I should have taken it.
 We were reading this book in Philosophy class, a book called ‘The Myth of Sisyphus’ by Albert Camus. It had a big effect on me at the time. I think the idea behind it is this—that suicide is the only true philosophical question a human being can ask herself. Life is absurd and therefore meaningless. Once we discover death, we’re always in conflict until the day we die, always battling reality against expectation and our own ideals. When we become consciously aware of the uphill struggle ahead that’s when suicide comes into the equation. Like Sisyphus in the book we are a species cut off from a purpose, condemned to this fate in an indifferent universe that usually has its own goals which, more often than not, run in opposition with our own. I’m with Camus—suicide only negates the problem; it doesn’t fix it. Let’s embrace the absurdity of life and our absurd punishment. And that’s coming from a girl who blew all her pocket money on black eye make-up and blood red hair dye until she was 21.
I knew, somewhere between a murderer being hailed as God and the idea that every object was alive, had memory and opinions, that I had to distance myself from Bryan. We were heading off in completely different directions. I wasn’t too sad. That’s life, right? Whatever he wound up doing with his life, I wanted to make sure that I was somewhere on the opposite end of the spectrum…
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Pornography is the death of art
Let’s not go out like pornographers
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
WASHINGTON STATE NEWS, KBKW
 
- Police were baffled to discover main murder suspect Randy Elsinore had died of a major stroke and had been dead for almost a decade. It has since been deduced that someone else must have hijacked his truck and gone on a rampage. The Elsinore family successfully sued a local newspaper who printed Mr Elsinore’s name in suspicion with the murders. 
 
 

Shane Swank – (Front-line Warrior of the Last True Hope)
 
My name is Shane Swank. I am the artist. Life as the artist is a joke. My constipated soul yearns for something meaningful from a world of meaninglessness. I started life exactly the same way as you did—as a tablespoon of ejaculate traveling approximately 28 miles per hour, immediately slowing down to take five minutes to reach the cervix. Five minutes to have changed my mind, turn back and just be another secretion making a b-line to someone’s ass crack. Sometimes it seems like it would have been a better option. I share a birthday with Jude Holden, the famous scalp handler who partnered John Joel Glanton in the mid-19th century.
That was in the back seat of an automobile parked next to a Midwestern cornfield in the fall of 1959. I like to imagine that at that very moment the television premiere of the Twilight Zone was flickering a blue halo around many of the nation’s television sets. But this is silly romanticism. As an artist I am prone to these bouts of silly romantic thought. I will never stop, it seems, to find meaning in the meaningless. 
1959, the year the space program sent a monkey into space, was the same year that I was gestating in aqueous hostile territory until the summer of 1960. I have no real memories of that time period and the very few I do have are based on the scant surviving black and white photographs that somehow escaped the trash fires my female parent had set. Judging from the surviving pictures, it was no great loss to the world of photography that those missing pieces may represent. A toddler with a massive head, so massive in fact that I fell down a lot due to the gravitational pull of the Earth on such a massive cranium. Perhaps I should have been fitted with a tiny rubber helmet to avoid injury.
I remember drips and drabs of information, like how when I was 4 or 5, I would not play with toys that were of differing scales. It was as if the world of play was dictated by the same physical laws of "reality". I am not certain that has anything at all to do with anything... it simply is the way that I was as a child. I also remember bad things clearly. All too clearly... My world consisted of a two block radius in a very small Midwestern town. I don't remember leaving those two blocks, ever. It seems odd. If I were sitting in therapy, as I weekly do, I would tend to think that the whole idea of playing with toys of the same scale represented my child mind trying to put a certain sense of order to the make believe world.
As a "grown-up" and what I term, a creative, I still seem to be trying to put a sense of order into my make believe world. As an adult though I have come to realize that this act of creation, be it painting, drawing, writing...whatever I have access to at any given moment, this is when I get to play God. This creative process seems to be wholly mine to build or destroy at a whim. Maybe this is why so many creatives are so thoroughly fucked up. Such arrogant and intolerable creatures they can be. They just cannot adjust to their own God role, the creator/destroyer of worlds. 
Some artists do not leave this mind-set beside the easel or keyboard when the creation is physically manifested. They try to carry this self-appointed "divinity" into the world of consensual reality where it has no place. A creation should stand alone and of its own merit. It becomes everyone's somehow as it occupies the same physical realm as everyone and everything else. It should not be a time to drop from the treetops beating one’s chest proclaiming "I Am God"! It makes for boring cocktail party talk and certainly has little to no place as polite dinner topic.
But I digress. As a child I never really felt like I fit in, even before the teenage angst and alienation set in. I can't quantify that last statement really except to say that I felt different than the others, not better, not inferior, just different. Odd or freakish and quite often just an observer watching & trying to figure it all out. Then I discovered art. That perfect excuse for abhorrent behaviour. It felt (and feels now) like a coping mechanism. Yeah, like maybe I am too fucked up to do or be anything else except this "creative" person. There are worse things I suppose.
Thinking back to that time period, the first year as a teenager, it all seems surreal now... that wanderlust. I knew where I was from (and I still have not forgotten) but I didn't know what was "out there". It started out by closing the mileage gap between the small towns where my friends lived by sticking my thumb out at the side of the road like I had seen in all of those late sixties/ early seventies drive in movies. My perception of the world that lay beyond the pale was shaped by those B-movies. The answers to my burning questions about life were in some great "further" that I had yet to travel. From those 5, 10, 12-mile thumb trips to see my pals came the courage to go a little further. From a rural nowhere to concerts in cities that were within a three-hour drive time. I should add though that drive-time and hitchhiking-time are two entirely different measurements of time. It didn't matter then, I had all of the time in the world... fuck man, I had an eternity. I always knew I could die tomorrow. I had nothing but desire to be a writer back then but I had the sense to know that I had nothing to say. I had not lived enough, not enough experiences, no story to tell. So there I was,13, a number that for the superstitious, brings the bad luck or misfortune. To others, those that look for symbols, the number 13 brings the test, the suffering and the death. It symbolizes the death to the matter or to oneself and the birth to the spirit: the passage on a higher level of existence. For me, it was perhaps the death of childhood. Then again, maybe it was childhood amplified, like a Peter Pan of the American highways. Long hair, strange shabby clothes and a battery-eating cassette deck were all the accoutrements that I needed. With no cell phones, GPS or a Google to get a map from, I would pick up road maps at the filling stations along the way and depend on the kindness of strangers to make my way as far as I could. Indiana, Ohio, Kentucky, Tennesee, Alabama, Georgia, Iowa, Missouri, Kansas, Nebraska, Colorado... maybe Wyoming as well. All these places, on maps, looked like strange anatomical drawings, dissected and exposed veins. Red highways, blue rivers flowing North to South. Lakes that were large enough to look like oceans. Cars that looked like land boats... and me, a much, much younger me, standing at the side of the highways, wind pulling my hair in all directions as cars, vans and massive semi-trucks created vacuums and whorls of air. Dust, snow, rain and trash and the answers all caught up in small tornados as I stood in the eye of the storm waiting for that ride. I often had to make up destinations for the drivers because it was too frightening if I just said "nowhere" or "Further". All those drivers looking for an American Dream, a place to be or belong, a paycheck, a better life... a restless quest. R-E-S-T-L-E-S-S. Some thought they had the answer and that is why they drove and the others... the ones similar to myself, they were of the mind that the answers would be found along the way to the arbitrary destinations. To the great no place in particular. I remember some of those drivers well, indelibly tattooed inside of me, hard-wired and others are simply faded faceless phantoms lost to memory entirely. 
They all became stories, mostly unshared, but they were my stories. Mine and mine alone really. I held them inside where one’s history dwells never taking the time to write them down. Gypsy songs... the genesis of my human experience. Maybe I was too embarrassed to commit to paper that I found no tangible answers. Failure on the quest for the Grail. Returning "home" became harder and harder... I never was able to leave the leaving behind. 
Some experiences leave one so changed that there is never any going back, not figuratively, not metaphorically... not at all, never. Fitting in was even harder than before with every trip I took. There was always that one solution, to leave again. I did manage to "leave school". I am not certain that was the best idea and then again, I am not convinced it was the worst either. I had nothing except learning at my core and yet I felt too restless to take my lessons second- and third-hand from the stale pages of the books they offered. I had my own books, my own stories and the fearless ignorance of a child intent on killing the innocent young boy within to expose beneath that flesh a creative adult. A writer, a painter, an artist of some sort. It was as if I longed to never fit in. I was, in my own arrogance, to be judged by my own standard... an exception to the rule. There were drugs, certainly no shortage at all... ever. That was just the time. The world was just that way. It was a way to bond with others that didn't fit in. In the same way that I had once thought being creative was a blessing, I had come to believe that the drugs and bonds made were feeding something divine. A spark and then an inferno. Wasted youth... in more than a single sense of the word, wasted youth. I am not big on regret. I figure dying with as few as possible is part and parcel of "success". Success is one of those words that belongs with the word potential... words I would Love to purloin from the vocabulary of man and hide so deep up my ass they would never be found again. I am also not big on being proud of the stupid things, at least not in theory. Moving back to a more linear view of my life, late teens, misspent youth left few options. Seventeen and in trouble led to a stint in the military... it was the better option. It also meant that I would get to leave again... maybe for good this time. I was fine with that. I had made close friendships that I would miss at times but there was so much out there to do and know and if I had to make a compromise to do just that then so be it. I didn't have a dime and this was on someone else’s. A trip around the world.... There are certainly stories about that as well but not many that I can take the time to tell right now. Suffice to say, if you have an iota of who I am, it was not a good fit, the military and I. Without a doubt though, something galvanized within me as far as my future was concerned while I was enlisted. To be precise, I met another person in that time that was (and is) such an incredibly talented artist. He was centred as well, despite our youth, he was incredibly centred as a human being. Unfortunately, I did not take away that centeredness as well but I did come to understand that I was without choice as far as being creative was concerned. It was to be a while after I was discharged before I was able to even understand what that impact was and how this path had been set. While I was skipping school earlier, I would hitchhike to the closest university to spend countless hours in the library. I was in fact thought to be a student by the library staff due to the amount of time I spent there. The hours, days, weeks and months were spent consuming as much information as I could about Modern and contemporary art predominantly. I also read psychology texts, books on religion, periodicals and books pertinent to the civil unrest and social climate of a few years earlier. Abbie Hoffman, Malcom X, Eldrige Cleaver, the Weatherman, Panthers, Yippies, Vietnam, Nixon, Gloria Steinem, Angela Davis. It was an interesting time in history but in retrospect, quite failed in most aspects. Despite all of the information I had consumed about the counterculture (as it was referred to then), I in time developed a healthy sense of disenfranchisement and distance from the trappings of that subculture. I saw it packaged and sold.
Otto Spengler, I believe, is the Dice-man. He rolls the die and assumes his role. Spengler is the real six-sided man. I believe he delivered the greatest performance known to man.
I believe he lost who he really was in the process. His constant foray into other personalities caused him to develop a kind of dissociative identity disorder. Method acting is dangerous, it creates dissonance between actions and actual feelings. Swarthy suffered from these acute episodes of psychosis that are impossible to handle. Their god is nothing more than a mentally ill actor.
The Ultra-Realists are much too focused on their cause. It has become preachy to a fault. It would be a shame to read an account of the rise of Ultra-Realism and think no one fought against it or that it was met with zero opposition. We won’t go quietly. The serial killer will never be an artist because art is beauty and, I’m sorry to say, there is no beauty in death. Without humanity art would not cease to exist but, without a captive audience, it would cease to have meaning or purpose…
Always strive for meaning in the meaningless, it’s all we have to offer, but what a thing to offer…

Dwight Priest – 
(Stereo-Heart/the Dark Prince and double agent of the Great True Hope)
 
8’clock…  
 
*My job back then was to place explosive devices on barren planetoids that were deemed by the Galactic Confeds to have no value. My official title was military engineer, but I’d become known more widely as the Zonekiller.* 
 
Dwight Priest turned off the recording. He held a black cartridge in his right hand, steady between thumb and forefinger, and, with his left hand, carefully placed a white label over the side. It read – ‘Jeannie’.  
Jeannie was his girlfriend’s name—or at least she used to be to his girlfriend.
 
9 o’clock…
 
The solar flare streetlamps oozed an ominous sodium vapour. Light from outside splintered through the drapes and onto where Dwight was working. He sat cross-legged on the shag fixing his dad’s U-matic video collection. There were printed copies of IBM articles and books on quantum software and transhumanism strewn across the floor, interwoven with the reams of loose magnetic tape. He’d picked up where his dad left off, life had become a regimented system of backing-up, copying and restoring, archiving and digitalising…
The 7” single of ‘All Hail’ by The Art Bears was playing over and over on the record player. Dwight’s dad told him that new music wasn’t worth listening to. He believed him, he believed pretty much anything his dad told him. 
Dwight felt a draught whistle through the PVC, heard the desolate winds that swept the streets and lashed the blonde-sandstone curtain. He pulled the drawstring around the neck of his sweatshirt until the hood clung to his skull. Light continued to flood in. He hated the light, always had, but he wouldn’t get too panicky right now. He was 15 stories in the air. No one could see what he was up to. 
 
10 o’clock…
 
*clip, clop, clip, clop*
There were always heavy footsteps out on the deck access, wandering the maze of dark of internal corridors. Dwight had no idea who was out there. A person who couldn’t handle the Great Isolation maybe? He became tense, paranoid that someone was about to burst in and catch him watching videos he wasn’t supposed to be watching. What if someone from the Last True Hope found out the family secret? Water continued to drip from various pin-hole leaks. Dwight felt like they were dripping inside his skull.   
At least he was 15 stories up in the air, in his watchtower.
 
 
11 o’clock…
 
Dwight peered out of the window. He knew that somewhere out there, beneath the folds of darkness, were shopping precincts, warehouses, stone wharfs, maybe even cornfields laid fallow. He looked through the veil of black at the low-power relay transmitter on top of the lift tower. You’d get a signal every 15 hours. When the light stopped blinking Dwight knew he could watch his videos without anyone seeing. It was 11 o’clock, not long till the cluster of condemned, pollution-stained flats turned out the lights and went off to dream their way into a different reality. Not long…
Dwight pulled back the flip-cover of a tape titled ‘Christine’ and exposed its reel of magnetic tape. He blew a puff of air into the cassette to clean it out. A curl of dust rose from the spool in a greyish haze before dispersing in particles, like an exploding stellar-fireball or a gusted dandelion head. He’d taped over this particular cassette numerous times. 
- There! Should still work all right, hopefully.
Dwight slotted the tape into a rectangular space on the massive wall of hoarded VGC storage cases. Dad would be proud.
He was smart to use video-tapes. Since the Great Isolation no one had VCR’s anymore, then again people barely had DVD players. No one had much of anything. Ordinary folks had been relegated to slums in the sky. You’d maybe find an old model in a museum or in some retro computer nerd’s basement, but nothing in public circulation. Cassettes were artefacts. It was the safest way to keep his collection intact. 
 
12 o’clock…
 
Much like his father, Dwight was an odd fellow even by contemporary standards. It was his resistance to progress, within himself and the world around him, which was so perplexing. This attitude manifested itself in several ways, but he sat there on the shag, night after night, oblivious to any of them—uncut hair fanning his shoulder, Scott Walker’s ‘Scott4’ crooning away the background. Sometimes he thought he was never meant to interact with real girls. 
The Great Isolation was almost a blessing. 
 
1:15am…
 
The two-tone ring of the telephone shocked Dwight into life, like an incessant shrieking in his ears. He went to pick up it but there was no answer, just a dial tone buzzing like the drone of approaching bees. Dwight placed the receiver back on its cradle, cursed the telephone—wished someone else could answer it once in a while. But they never did. It just rang, rang, rang, rang, all day long. Every day at the same time—quarter past one. 
A storm outside cleared its cracked throat. Dwight was ready to indulge. He put a video labelled ‘Rosie’ into the cassette slit, listened as the spindles rotated and watched on as the screen went from nebulous static to an image of a woman sitting on a chair. Her eyes glimmered like nitro-glycerine.
- Hi Rosie – Dwight said, a thin smile breaking on his lips. The girl smiled back from behind the flat panel display. 
- Hi Dwight, long-time no see. I was beginning to think you’d forgotten about me.
- Like I could forget about you! Come on, Rosie, you know you’re my favourite.
This statement was flatly untrue, but it was all part of Dwight’s imagined persona.
- Don’t let any of the others hear you saying that. – The girl grinned coyly. She was very unremarkable looking, wafer-thin with long, uncombed hair black as built-up creosote. When you looked closely at the screen you could see her face was blotchy and covered with deep scars. 
- Can I ask you something?
- Sure, shoot… – Rosie replied in an inhumanly cheerful way.
- Well, I was just wondering what it feels like… in there
- You mean in-stereo?
Dwight nodded, still marvelling at the analogue immortality he’d given her. Someone was typing loudly next door, fingers pecking on a key-board relentlessly.  Was someone typing up everything that he said? Writing an expose for a newspaper maybe? Dad warned him about peering eyes and open ears. He relaxed, remembered that no one read newspapers anymore anyway. He’d be fine. Dwight cursed the thin stucco, tried to focus his attention on Rosie.
- It feels like a constant dream. Like… when you don’t get much sleep and wake up the next day half-removed, in a day-dream or something. You can’t catch a thought to save yourself, that is, like… every thought feels out of reach somehow. Does that make sense? It’s actually quite nice.
- Hmm…
- Drowsy, you feel drowsy
- Can you still feel love? – Dwight knew it was a mistake to ask these types of questions.
- Not the same way you do, no. It doesn’t course through my body. Like, I have no physical reaction to being in love, but it exists to me as a concept and I do remember being very much in love with you.
- I was afraid of that.
- Would you expect a hologram or a zombie to experience love? I’m just a shadow of a person.
Dwight hated it when recordings became self-referential. The image of the girl started to jump and distort on the screen. Tonight he’d settled on Rosie, his first girlfriend from college who really got him and was able to discuss mix-tape aesthetics with him. She was perfect for him. Of course, this was before she got hired by a company called West-Coast Digi-Form.org platinum multimedia whose sole objective was to make everything digital in time for the Great Isolation. People had really forgotten the main principles behind The Great Isolation. Rosie soon started pushing her product on Dwight, but he wasn’t willing to receive. His father was furious. Dwight was furious too, he felt betrayed and called her a sell-out. Their relationship ended shortly after.
- Is everything alright honey?
Dwight tried to smile, but everything was not alright. He knew his face was sunken like a fallen Martian city—sucked dry, craterous, red. The truth of the matter was that Dwight couldn’t change, he just couldn’t. His father had left him this legacy and this girl just didn’t seem to get that. Rosie was still a sell-out.
- Oh Dwight, are you still listening to DV-cassettes, honestly! Invest in a CD collection, will you. Get with the century!
Dwight’s teeth braced with a long forgotten fury. The phone rang and he snaked his fist around the coil and yanked the receiver from the keypad. It dawned upon him that the phone was ringing and it wasn’t quarter past 1 anymore, but he was too committed to his over-reaction to give it much further thought. Dwight was angry and made no attempt to contain it. His hopeless dedication to the analogous medium would never falter.
- Dwight?... – The girl’s image was tremulous. A teardrop of blood leaked from a gash in her forehead.
Staring at the static avatar of Rosie and the shifting dimensions of her wounded features, Dwight decided he’d tape over her. Time for something new.

- Hey… are you there?
Dwight pressed eject on the VCR. He tore out the narrow strip of plastic film and shredded it between his fingers. Then he hesitated for a moment—once he’d erased her there would be no more copies of Rosie left. He hadn’t backed her up. She’d be gone forever. 
- Screw you…
Dwight viewed the entire project rationally. This was his own contribution towards the technological singularity. 
His father’s project was a simple enough task to complete for a man of average intelligence living in the world at that time. The process involved transferring substrate from digital to analogue, which, again, was relatively simple for Dwight’s father to achieve. The tough part was replicating the brains from a body to powerful computational architecture. Once he’d done the scanning and mapping he could upload to the VHS drive on his computer, then use an S-video cable to hook up to his television. After that, all that was left to do was connect all VCR inputs to his computer and set the VCR as a 2nd monitor on a graphics card. 
He taught Dwight how to accomplish this process once he was old enough to come to grips with the technology.
These women were electrochemical apparitions disassociated from their biological body, projections of people who no longer existed as multi-faceted, multi-cellular organisms—literarily living recordings. Dwight knew what he was doing was unhealthy and perhaps even unethical. He also found it hard to care.
Dwight sat back down on the carpet in a pair of torn wranglers, surrounded by his collection of compact cassettes, vinyl and 8-tracks. He seemed happy, but who could be happy living like this? A part of him sincerely wanted to end it all though, a part buried deep beneath the conscious cells that strived to preserve his life in its current form. 
*
He pulled out Jeanie’s tape and hesitated. This was like exposing a raw nerve. He knew Jeanie was too headstrong, too willed and aware. Dwight’s dad warned him about her early on, but he wouldn’t listen. It was always going to be harder to manipulate her, but he had to see her again. 
Little Rosie was a pushover. Her only crime was that she couldn’t commit completely to Dwight’s inherited legacy. It would be harder to manipulate this girl, but he had to see her again. 
Jeanie on the other hand, well, she was much too beautiful for a shallow soul like Dwight to forget in a hurry. It would be a crime to put someone like her into storage—plus, Dwight’s love for Jeanie was still fresh.
 
2am…
 
He smiled at how much Jeanie suited being video-taped. By contrast, her face was pinched, as if she’d retained some knowledge of what Dwight had done to her and the other girls. It was not unheard of for projections to possess residual memory. She had a black eye over her left socket and half her face had been torn away to sinew.
- Hi…
- Hello…you! – she spat.
Dwight’s belly lurched, a familiar pang of guilt. His heart jerked taut, his sulphurous complexion went white. Dwight sucked in his gut and mustered the confidence to retort.
- You’re being mean again, Jeanie. Don’t be mean, I brought you back.
- Oh, am I being mean? - Jeanie was now dolefully apathetic.
- Yes, you are, Jeanie.
- Pah, you’re a waste of space, Dwight, pathetic! – This hurt him most because he almost agreed with her. There were times when he accepted responsibility, mainly in his most private moments, but he still felt it. There were times when he wished he hadn’t been raised in his father’s shadow, in the religion of universal scepticism. Living in a world like this wouldn’t allow him to be any other way, though.
- You trap your girls on video the same way you tried to trap us in real life… so you could torture us all over again.
- That’s not true!
- You’ve made us just like you, Dwight, you and I… we’re both prisoners… When are you going to grow up, huh? - Jeanie gestured to his hoody which said ‘THIS IS CAPITALISM’ on it. Dwight remembered all the fury Jeanie brought out of him. He remembered why his father had decided to end her physical life for him. He remembered the blood sprayed in the shape of an ice crystal all over the plastic cadding of the entrance hallway. She was not done with her tirade of abuse.
- You can really possess us, can’t you? Yes, like you always wanted to.
Dwight began to weep. He hated being yelled at. The phone rang again. He sniffed the snot back up his nostrils and scrambled for the phone. He wiped his eyes with his sleeve, reconnected the coil and spoke into the receiver.
- Hello?
- Hello! – A pleasant woman’s voice replied.
- Hello…?
It felt strange to be engaging with someone who actually existed. Jeanie sat motionless on her chair behind the screen.
- This is Amy from West-Coast Digi-Form.org. How are you today, sir?
- I’m… fine.
- I’m most pleased to hear that, sir! Can I ask if you’ve considered updating your digital platforms to platinum multimedia? It’s been noted that you aren’t currently on our grid of users.
Dwight was paralysed with anger. Had Rosie given them his number?
- If you have a few minutes I can go through the basics, sir.
Dwight stifled his anger. He could tell from the tone of her voice that she was beautiful. Her formal but friendly tone felt genuine, not just simulated for the sake of company etiquette. His heart fluttered a little.
- Amy, huh? That’s a nice name.
- Why thank you, sir! Are you interested in updating?
Dwight looked at Jeanie’s bemused expression and opened his mouth to talk….
- Have you been calling here a lot? At 1:15 usually?
- Ah, that’s perfectly plausible, sir. Unfortunately, the storms and bad weather have ruined half our service, there have been a lot of lines down and bad connections. It could be because the transmitter aerial on your tower block is overused or… 
- I see…
There was a moment of silence. Dwight heard his father’s stern voice of disapproval – “You gotta forget about those girls, boy! It’s up to you to preserve what we’ve built!”
- Are you interested in updating to West-Coast Digi-Form.org platinum multimedia option?
Dwight turned off the monitor, Jeanie disappeared. He sighed in relief, in submission and decided to silence his father’s voice for the first time, decided to listen to his head and not his heart.
- I’m interested…
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
- … killing yourself amounts to confessing. It is confessing that life is too much for you or that you do not understand it… It is merely confessing that it ‘is not worth the trouble.’ Living, naturally, is never easy. You continue making the gestures commanded by existence for many reasons, the first of which is habit. Dying voluntarily implies that you have recognized, even instinctively, the ridiculous character of that habit, the absence of any profound reason for living, the insane character of that daily agitation and the uselessness of suffering.
- Albert Camus, The Myth of Sisyphus:
 
 
 

Art isn’t always an action against death
Sometimes it can be a loving companion
life's 'will to power'
fuck that…
 
The Hopeless Resistance to Ultra-Realism
 
You’ll think me cynical, I know it…
I had a difficult childhood but I like to find abstract theories to comfort me. There is a school of thought that seems to suggest we are all one consciousness, one individual god, broken down into separate physical conduits in order to experience life subjectively. People think this life is some kind of divine punishment. Maybe our collective godhead needed to be taught a lesson about humility? What it feels like to be the little guy? So they scoop out the mind, dice it up and feed it through a funnel into another, more insignificant vessel. I think it sounds as feasible an explanation as anything else. I mean, imagine, if you got to dissect the ego of the most arrogant person you know so they’re forced to relinquish their unified personality? —feed their strung out consciousness into a community of rats. Watch them tear each other apart and live their lives in apathy and resentment, even though, deep down, they’re all the same thing, sprouts from the same root. I think we’d be in agreement; there would be a significant shift in priorities. If this were true, that we are all one big deity, then things wouldn’t seem so bad. At least that way we’d all be in the same boat. Suicide of one sounds better than the mass suicide of seven billion. The big question is—who is the supergod who decided we should be punished? We wouldn’t do this to ourselves, would we?
So the counter attack on Ultra-Realism has, thus far, proved to be a glorious failure. This should not diminish the efforts of the organisation but we cannot hide from the grim reality—things are not working. It began with the purest of optimism and sincerest intentions. 
The hardest parts in the beginning involved finding a location where we could meet in private. Shane, Mika and the other preliminary members of the Last True Hopers started gathering in the inner sanctums of New York University. This seemed to provide us with the perfect site and offered a lot of potential new recruits. That was the initial thinking anyway. 
Similar to the collegiate secret societies in North America, we created our own ceremonial initiations and secret signs of recognition. This is as fraternal as the group got. Our mission was abundantly clear and Shane was keen to enforce a no-nonsense approach among our affiliates. There could be no deviation from the cause or in-fighting. Shane wouldn’t stand for it. He was like a man possessed. Of course, I backed his methods, as did the other founding members. Shane is an artist and strongly disciplined. He’s also worked with various anarchist groups throughout the years and knows how this type of warfare should be conducted. Everyone trusted his ruling, and we let him lead the line.
I know what it feels like to crave that belonging. You can choose your friends but you can’t choose your family, I think that’s how the old saying goes? My father was Roch Thériault, a religious cult leader based in Ontario. You may have heard of him? Maybe not… He had several women in his commune before I was born—my mother was just one of his many concubines.  
Working in close quarters with NYU’s Red Dragon society we could assemble our group in absolute privacy—as well as safely structure a counteroffensive on the Ultra-Realists, who by this stage had gone public with their cause and were vocally hell-bent on convincing society to commit mass suicide for the sake of art. Humanity seemed ready to throw itself onto the sword. I had no idea we were so close to giving up on ourselves. 
I was the first born and therefore not sexually abused, although I was circumcised. It’s funny, I must have over 20 illegitimate brothers and sisters scattered across the country that I’ve never even met. From the various accounts given, my siblings got a much rawer deal than I did. I went to see my father in prison once (before he was killed by a fellow inmate) and he told me I was conceived during a hike to a mountainside retreat he called ‘Eternal Mountain’ in Saint-Jogues, Quebec. He said it was a beautiful, simple birth and that I was his favourite Ant Hill Kid because I was the first. We didn’t have much else to say. I shook his cold, coarse hand and never saw him again. Thériault wasn’t always so cordial. 
In truth, Shane’s no-nonsense strategy was difficult to implement. The Last True Hope attracted a lot of young idealistic artists, environmentalists and human rights campaigners who couldn’t come to grips with the singular vision of the group. They thought we were unambitious, staid. I was their age, once; I understand their frustration. I’ve run away from closed thinking, or tried to at least. I personally think that fighting against a fundamentalist group who promote worldwide suicide is about as noble a cause as they come. The kids obviously felt there were other issues to be dealt with. We weren’t qualified to deal with those issues, I think they forgot that and used the veil of our organization as an excuse to rebel. 
A year ago we were nearly exposed completely after some of our younger, more naïve, members crashed the annual induction ceremony of Kappa Beta Phi, a secret society for elite Wall Street financiers—most of whom were Ultra-Realist sympathizers. Keeping a low profile has always been a priority. After the incident, many of the young men and women involved were exiled from the group. They had to be. Many formed their own radical factions who rallied against the LTH; some of the more disillusioned even joined the Ultra-Realists. 
I’ve lost track of the kids we lost to the other side. It depresses me…
I remember trying to run away from the commune when I was 5 years old. When my father caught me he defecated on me as I ate dead mice. This punishment went on for a long time but I got off easy. He made my mother break her own legs with a sledgehammer, the wounds of which she never recovered from. There are people who still think he was a great man, a prophet. 
Every day is a struggle. People have already sought out abandoned tenement buildings in preparation for the Great Isolation. People are throwing their money into bunkers and isolation booths. Otto Spengler’s face is already appearing on printed t-shirts and sewn onto rucksacks across the country, I see it even here on campus. Apparently a local high school football team have called themselves the Greensboro Gutters. Unger House made a list of ‘30 Things to do in Texas before you Die’ on TripAdvisor. It won’t be too long till we see tourists coming to visit a garlanded image of Spengler on a hill beneath a big Cypress Tree. I fear we are fighting against a ghost being hailed as god, a rebel figure adopted by bourgeois romantics. How people can submit to the teachings of Spengler, Swarthy and Bittacker I will never know. I am more baffled by this than by the following my lunatic father received in his hay day.  People have been easily convinced, I maintain that I’ll never buy into their farrago of self-righteous, misanthropic gibberish. They believe that to truly achieve the end of art one must eliminate all artists and their audience. The only way to achieve this is by destroying ourselves. There will be no one there to appreciate our work (unless occupying aliens come on the scene) but that is the true dignified artistic position to take. Great artists do not create to make statements or for the acclaim, they create because they are simply compelled to create. I say bullshit…
There have also been lookalikes claiming to be Otto Spengler, disturbing but true. So far we’ve had two men infiltrate our secret on-campus headquarters claiming to be the man himself. Both men entered the organization under pseudonyms; both men passed our initiation rituals and were among the quickest to learn our secret handshake. Members claim that these men, (the first Michael Mugratroyd, second Billy Fryer), looked very different upon their initial arrival at NYU. I have members swear blind that the men had completely different anatomical shapes, sizes and psychological dispositions. At first I assumed that Spengler had fashioned himself a convincing disguise, but there are minutes from previous LTH meetings where both Mugratroyd and Fryer were apparently present. Spengler could not be two men. He may be vicious and evil and a long time dead, but a self-replicator he is not. I refuse to be sucked into the mythology of his posthumous infamy. Otto Spengler is not alive. He died over half a century ago. He is not alive. He is NOT alive. Only his commemoration by fanatics and nihilists keep his evil spirit active. That’s basically what this is—good versus evil, classic Manichean struggle. This is the first purely evil movement I’ve come across. In a past life I have seen the worst violations of human and animal rights by men and women who can only be described as lacking in basic moral fiber, but there were always reasons behind the bad behaviors—mental health issues, medical reasons and monetary gain. No one knows why the Ultra-Realists have come into prominence. One can only assume that its perpetuation and success is a classic evolutionary response to the innocence that exists in the world. 
I tell you, it is not easy to stay positive during times like these. We are getting nowhere and with every one member we convince to support our cause, the Ultra-Realists gain another five. There are even times, dear friend, where I think we might as well get on board with the Great Isolation. We have made such little impact. But I know this kind of thinking is not useful. It’s important to remain strong during periods of extreme hopelessness.  
In the old Unger House, Otto’s children are still screaming. Those little girls he killed, each one as sweet and lovely as a white carnation. In my mind, I walk up to the front porch where Swarthy and Bittacker made their tape, the vast Potemkin Stairs before me. I think about my father and how he was hugely influenced by the early Ultra-Realists, although they weren’t called Ultra-Realists at the time, that’s the new generation’s movement. He believed in purification and that humanity had to end in its current state. Have you ever noticed that a lot of psychopaths like to think of themselves as artists? This place feels important somehow, as if human history would be concluded here. The wails draw me inside. I know this is Spengler’s territory. Those children will never stop screaming. Even after they bulldoze over Unger House, tiny ghosts will continue to roam around in agony together; because Unger House could be the centre of our universe. Maybe that’s our god-body? Maybe we’re all responsible for Otto Spengler’s murders? Maybe all those kids were a personal sacrifice to ourselves. If we’re all the same. Walking through the house, it occurs to me that this is nothing more than a shack in the woods. I see through time and the pain infects me like a virus. I am on my knees, my anus clenched, my fingernails stabbing into my palm, knuckles fit to burst in a clutched fist. I remember my father, Thériault, claimed to have power of resurrection. He killed more people than was ever documented. I remember he bore a hole into a girl’s skull with a drill, and then ejaculated into the cavity. 
It is a worrying statistic that the children of The One True Hope are disappearing. That’s four children in total, snatched from their beds—no blood, no prints of any kind. It’s as if they evaporated. People are already becoming irrational, demented by grief and fear. They actually believe Spengler has snatched their children and taken them to Unger House. Others might postulate that Spengler is the real killer and Swarthy is his Jungian shadow. 
What do you say to people who are so bereaved as to believe in demons? The members who lost their children have also started complaining about vivid nightmares in which a bearded troll with his feet bent backwards flaunts a coat he’s fashioned from the clothes of their dead children. They all claim to have had this dream, exact in every detail. What is to be done about that? The Last True Hope cannot just excommunicate every member who suffers trauma. But equally, we can’t keep individuals within the organization who will upset the order of our community. 
People have let their imaginations run away with them. They believe that Spengler never died in prison at the hands of a fellow inmate. For someone like Spengler to survive prison is a virtual impossibility. He was detested more by prisoners than the families of his victims. Apparently Spengler, while serving the first round of his sixteen life sentences, used to taunt other inmates by constructing severed limbs out of food and ketchup. He boasted about how he tanned children’s skins to make paraphernalia and eat their organs for sustenance. This was a gross exaggeration. Spengler never kept trophies or made paraphernalia. He was attacked in a prison shower for stealing a bag of smuggled vacuum packed, freeze-dried marijuana. Other people claim Spengler was Greek Orthodox but you should know by this stage to take anything you hear about him with a pinch of salt. He wasn’t from anywhere. No one knew anything about Otto Spengler. He had no immediate family and no former lovers. Not even in prison, not even a Mexican with a sundial tattoo on his neck…
I walk out into a New York street to get away from all the ghosts I know but don’t like. I see a young girl, a beautiful cherub-faced thing. She’s come-hithering me. My heart starts to inflate. I’m still wanted. I still have some worth and this innocent creature sees the good in me. I start moving towards her. Her smile broadens. I smile back instinctively. I prepare my arms to gather her up. Then I feel someone push past me, knocking my cell phone to the sidewalk. It explodes in a pinwheel of circuitry and plastic casing. A man rushes in front of me and grabs the girl. She starts laughing merrily. I realise I was mistaken. She wasn’t waving at me. No one is ever waving at me. Innocence smells the inherited evil on me. It wants no part of me. I feel like saying, “but we’re all the same you and me. We’re the same person, the same god!’ —but even I know that sound insane. 
The awful and fantastic screams that echo throughout the cosmos. The deafening and spine tingling screams, the Lovecraftian screams that inspire so many creative types, myself not included. But there is always room for one more children’s scream.
I say fuck art. I say, if you’re an artist, do what Marcel Duchamp says—give it up immediately in favour of chess! The UltraRealists are just pepped up culture jammers 
Owls form in flocks, combing with their claws, hooting territorially. Owls also know.
 
 
 
 
 
 

Carla Jenkins, Documenter 
 
I’ve seen him you know. That is to say, he was in my house…
I was married to a cop a long time ago, before all the talk about kids and money and the other irreconcilable issues. We were both obsessed with serial killers. My favourite was Ted Bundy, Larry’s was Ed Gein—pretty obvious choices but there’s no denying the prolificacy and downright evilness of both men. That made them more fascinating to me. To both of us. In the end, I know, Larry met an ironic end. Quite a way to go, begging for mercy, knelt before one of the lunatics he’d once been so fanatical about, but I’ll get to that. 
While working as a journalist for the Ventura County Star, I came across a case that baffled me, riveted me and tested my ex-husband’s knowledge of police investigative methods and evidence-gathering techniques to their extreme—the Greensboro Gutter. I know, I know, wasn’t everyone kind of obsessed with that case at the time? Everyone I knew had an interest in the Gutter. It became a popular campfire tail fairly quickly. Was he some spectral shadow dancing in the perverted night or a manic and meticulous trucker? Was he even human? But there was no talk of, nor was there any perceived connection with, Otto Spengler and the Ultra-Realists when the Gutter started coming to prominence. Long before Swarthy’s theories started gaining any traction.
Before the murders in the Texas outback, there was an unidentified serial killer and rapist murdering people in Southern California from 1979 through 1986. Everyone was terrified to go outside. There were no kids on the street past 8 o’clock. The killer had an entire state in their grips. Then, suddenly, he (or she) stopped killing abruptly in 1986 but returned to murderous habits in the early noughties, following the same patterns and style. Only this time he’d switched States. My husband had a feeling it was some high-ranking member of the Aryan Brotherhood prison gang but this theory was later dispelled in 2004 thanks to Proposition 69.
A few years before Larry and I separated, we got home one night and found we’d been burgled. It’s weird, Larry was so jolted by the intrusion. All day he’d chase rapists and murderers but the minute a small time cat-burglar shows up on his home soil, he loses his shit. It took him a long time to feel safe in the house again. I’m not sure if he ever really did feel safe again. Ok, so this was a little more severe than a simple breaking and entering. All the intruder stole was a lamp and crystal curio but he also strangled our cat Daisy, set fire to the curtains and defecated on the carpet. There was no matching DNA on the California database. This effectively meant that the man who broke into our house either had no prior convictions or he simply didn’t exist in the first place. 
Larry and I weren’t like normal married couples. We worked together off the clock for years to try and solve the Gutter killings. It’s how we bonded actually. Most couples go hiking or play doubles, Larry and me immersed ourselves in the depraved desires of madmen. I think, before we separated, that we were a good team. I don’t know why, but he seemed to know that our burglar and the Greensboro Gutter were connected somehow.  I think the intruder was also responsible for the Goleta attacks. Again this was just intuition but surely there’s something to be said for journalistic instinct?
I woke up in the middle of the night while Larry was doing a graveyard shift and found someone holding a knife at my throat. I didn’t manage to get a good look at his face. It seemed to be a mask of shadowy shapes. It didn’t help that my vision was blurred with a mist of tears. His breath was fetid and his grip of my shoulder was vice-tight. The whole weight of his body was on my chest, both arms pinned beneath his knees. Every time I gulped my throat touch the cold steel of his machete. I heard him say "I'm going to kill them".
He took off his shirt and I could see he had tattoos, again—it was dark in the room and I could only see the faint impression of body art against the lunar light. I thought he was going to rape me. I was completely at his mercy. Fear had me frozen and stole the words from my brain and the noise from my mouth. Words could not describe the feeling of utter revulsion and terror at what he said next. He leaned in close to my face, blew a gust of garlic death breath up my nostrils and said
- I killed your cat and shit on your rug. I’m a baaad dog.
I knew this was the same weirdo who broke into my house previously. 
- Did you know that we’re all the Greensboro Gutter? That we all killed those kids?
He leapt off of me and into the shadows. He seemed to disappear into thin air. I didn’t tell Larry about the second break-in. I don’t know why. Larry and I had started to drift by this stage, we didn’t really communicate like normal human beings anymore. It was impossible to start up a discussion about anything, even serial killers. You see, he wanted children, I didn’t want to have to push one out of my vagina. Larry said I broke his heart. We stopped having sex altogether. When I let my frustration vent itself all over our next door neighbor’s 22-year old nephew, I really did break his heart. To his discredit he stayed with me. I wouldn’t have stayed with me.
Larry came home one night, more exhausted than usual. When I asked him what was wrong he told me he’d had the craziest day, that he’d been chasing some masked bicycle rider in the early hours of the morning. Larry chased the masked cyclist for 4 miles. The suspect eventually abandoned the bike and a foot-chase across back yards ensued. The masked suspect vaulted a series of fences and disappeared into thin air. I was tempted to tell him about the tattooed psychopath who broke in and subdued me in our bedroom, but I just couldn’t talk to Larry. I don’t think I trusted him, or maybe I didn’t believe that he trusted me. It did sound pretty far-fetched. He’d most probably think I’d been having another affair.
The last thing he said to me was: 
- He’s going to kill us anyway. We all killed those kids. I was Jack the Ripper you know? Oh yes…
A few years ago, I opened the newspaper and was horrified to see Larry’s face on the cover beneath a headline that read ‘THE GUTTER TURNS COP KILLER’. They found him disembowelled, his wrists and ankles bound with a drapery cord. I knew it was the Gutter. All I could think was, I killed him. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
I like to masturbate to the rape scene in Gaspar Noe’s ‘Irreversible’ 
Nihilism doesn’t have to be merely an abstraction
Neither does evil
 
There are five fundamental hungers rising from the human condition
The first hunger is survival
The second is pleasure
The third is validation
The fourth is art
The fifth hunger should be for a dignified death
*
Otto Spengler announces myself in the hotel lobby by pressing his palm flat over the service bell three times. 
*Ding. Ding. Ding*
A receptionist appears a moment later—a young male, portly and full of nervous energy. Spengler leans on the counter and grins widely, trying hard to conceal any trace of his malignant personality. The receptionist returns the gesture and apologises for the wait.
- Wait? Why not at all my good man. You made it here in impeccable time. – Spengler taps his watch to illustrate. The receptionist introduces himself as Denny.
- Do you, um, have a reservation Mr…?
-  Bittacker… Vincent Bittacker. And yes, I believe I do.
The receptionist drags his index finger down the list of occupant surnames. No Bittacker.
- Um, I’m sorry sir but there doesn’t appear to be any reservation.
- Damn, damn, damn…
- Sir?
- Well, it’s just my brother Ivan was supposed to make the reservation on my behalf. Obviously the little scruff hasn’t bothered his backside.
- I’m terribly sorry sir.
- No, no my good man, I’m the one who should be sorry. I’ll just take a single for the night then.
Otto Spengler slaps Vincent Bittacker’s wallet against the counter and keeps grinning.
- We have, um, two rooms available sir. If I might suggest, room 502 on the very top floor, it’s one of our finest deluxe suites.
- No. Nothing too ostentatious. I’ll just take the other option. Let’s keep this affordable.
- Very well sir. Room 320. Um, here you go. – The receptionist forwards the keys to Spengler.
- I’ll only be staying the one night anyway…
- But sir, the weather?
Spengler looks around the lobby as if hoping to better ascertain the true purpose of Denny’s statement.
- Look sir. – the receptionist tilts his monitor so Swarthy can read from it - High seas forecast and strong winds extending from Madison to near Plainfield. It’s a storm warning sir.
- But surely, here on Edison, the chances of being struck by the tail end of the storm are remote?
- The storm is expected to reach Edison moving east at 25 mph.
- Hmm…
- Shall I, um, book you in for the weekend sir?
- The weekend?
- Yes sir, the storm warning is expected to clear by Monday evening. We can, um, offer you your last two days with us for free if you broaden your stay into, um, mid-week?
- Yes. I suppose that would be the best idea.
Spengler, under the guise of Vincent Bittacker, had done it. He’d managed to find a hide-out and at half the expected price.  A silent busboy is even helping him load his hefty Saratoga trunk into the elevator. Spengler noted that the music in the elevator were madrigals of Gesualdo, famous musician and murderer. 
No one suspects a thing. They’d never find out it was him. The operator pushes for the 3rd floor. The ascent is slow and quiet. Perfect. 
*
Spengler makes his way to room 320, sticks his key in the deadlock and enters. He takes a moment to process the day’s mayhem. He inhales deeply once, twice, three times, before punching the air repeatedly and noiselessly screaming for joy. 
- I fuckin’ made it! I fuckin made it! I’m a fucking chameleon! – He keeps saying out loud to himself. 
Spengler heaves his massive brown Saratoga chest onto the bed and caresses the metal banding as if the case itself is a precious commodity or gently sleeping lover.  After another deep breath, he unclips the trunk to reveal a broken, skinned corpse. Spengler marvels at the twisted and bloody object stuffed into his luggage container. Suddenly he hears someone screaming something about - FREEMANTLE! WE SHOULD HAVE SAVED FREEMANTLE!
This prompts him to close over the Saratoga chest and hide it under the bed. Someone knocks on the door. He catches sight of himself in the mirror. His constantly shifting physical appearance freezes on a face he hasn’t assumed for a while—a serial killer who had been hanged at Leavenworth Federal Penitentiary in the 30’s. Spengler moves warily towards the door, places his left eye to the peephole. It’s a small boy. He decides to open the door.
- Hi – the boy says, looking up.
- Hello son.
- Have you met the Zonekiller yet?
- The what?
- Zonekiller. 
- Whatever in creation exists without my knowledge exists without my consent – Spengler smiles widely. 
- He lives in 308 just down the hall - the kid thumbs in the direction of the Zonekiller - People think he’s weird but I like him. He dresses like a spaceman and pretends to shoot people in the street from his bedroom. You might like him too.
- I’ll keep that in mind.
The boy turns to leave and Spengler realises he might be missing an opportunity.
- Wait son. Do you like candy?
- Not really. 
- Oh, I see.
- I better get back.
With that, the boy runs across the hall and into room 313. Probably better he doesn’t kill any kids during his stay here. It might draw suspicion. His escape has been so flawless, why ruin all that hard work. He starts thinking about what the boy had said about the lunatic in 308.
*
Otto Spengler slinks from his room across the corridor, his back against the wall, inching towards the Zonekiller in 308. He raises a knuckle to the door and knocks three times. A man answers. He is tall, attractive. Spengler knows the man is Brandon Swarthy. The lost piece of the puzzle, the gap in his psyche, the Dr Jekyll to his Mr Hyde. Swarthy recognises Spengler too. It’s as if these men were the same soldier blown apart by a neutron bomb, both running off in opposite directions, separated on a foggy battlefield. But now they have reconvened. They’re ready to be one again for the first time in decades. Two parts of the same soldier. 
- Hey, Ke-mo sah-bee! This book does not exist. You are reading about a killer who does not exist – Swarthy says this and smiles. Spengler smiles too.
- So you want to become a Zonekiller eh? – Swarthy goes on - The Federation of Exchanges is a cushy job if you can land it. Come on in!
Spengler enters room 308 and closes the door behind him. Inside, the Zonekiller’s hotel room is without walls or a bed. There is a row of limestone spires and a great expanse of rock stretching out for miles beyond.
- The Greensboro Gutter himself, eh? Been to Mylar-5 before? – Swarthy asks. 
- No, can’t say I have.
- Did I tell you about my adventure there? The ground feels like hot cobbles beneath the arches of your heels. Eventually you got used to the burning sensation, but there was always a sandy texture to the grooves of my feet and toes after walking for so long on the blistered terrain—that, I found harder to get used to. I abandoned my vessel about three miles back on a ridge beside a stone monument. I’m not sure if it was a religious relic.
 Swarthy is in the middle of his performance, Spengler looking forward to reading lines with him.
 - So the gastank was empty and I knew the chances of stumbling across a lavish supply of liquid-hydrogen on this godforsaken sphere were slim to none. I was stuck there, on a stretch of baked clay with no other life to speak of—which was curious because Igmus was known for its endemic animals and carnivorous succulents. I’d been on the planet for about 12 hours by this time and I’d seen nothing but my own shadow cast across infinite dunes. I wasn’t complaining.
Night time didn’t exist in this place, enough to have me pining for the day-long polar night of Mylar. The only liquid I’d seen on the planet was a lagoon of mercury potted in the middle of the infinite rocky, dunescape. I tried to drink it but, even when I managed to seize a handful without it squirming through the crevices of my fingers, it wormed immediately into the declivities of my hindgut and straight out my blinking anus. Mercury doesn’t stick around in your body too long, they prescribe it on space stations for constipation in fact—and anyway, it has no thirst quenching properties.
There were times when I thought I saw numerous ships whiz by overhead, but my throat had seized up from dehydration and it took all I had just to keep one foot in front of the other. These might have been nothing more than feverish phantasms of course, it had gotten difficult to tell what was real from hallucinatory. 
*
These mines were typically used during interplanetary warfare, which was my intention at least when I first designed them. Most of the devices I was using to destroy these bleak little landmasses were the same ones we used to channel attacking forces into predetermined fire zones—you know the ones, you’ll have used them yourself at some stage. The ones with the yellow main charge and a red charge with the secondary fuse-well on the side of the actual mine which acted as an anti-handling device? The Galactic Confed’s were ‘into’ recycling even back then you see.
 I was there when Terra besieged the ancient city in southern Freemantle. The mines I designed created tactical barriers and were instrumental in slowing down the progress of Reticule invasion forces and allowed reinforcements time to arrive back in 0800. I was proud of my design when they were being used properly. 
The symmetrical dunes were making me dizzy, I felt like I was walking through a single image stereogram. They started moving into, first crescentic, then parabolic mounds. The wind on Igmus was bidirectional, so your hair would end up in all kinds of crazy styles. If someone discovered me at that stage they would’ve mistaken me for a madman. I wasn’t so far from being a madman actually. In fact, we both know I’m a madman now. Don’t we? I mean we both know it. You and I. Me and you. Us. I. You. Me.
For a moment Spengler thinks Swarthy is about to break character but it doesn’t happen.
- In the distance I could make out a weathered rock projection, a break in the never-ending, sterile section of land. It seemed to veer off into a sandspit and a swell of mercury. 
I’d begun fantasising about the other exotic planets I’d obliterated—scarred Nao-17, with its meteor battered surface and valleys carved by glaciers, or the Panagon Penenisuli, a planet so filled with hydrocarbons you could have mined the soil and left a millionaire—or the thermal planet of Boondagswa, you’ll be bathing in a bubbling mud pit one minute, inhaling a fatal concentration of sulphur the next. 
In Freemantle, I remember there was a place on the outskirts of the city full of coniferous trees. I remember thinking about you there. I remember missing you. I remember thinking – I wish my more instinctual half was here to help me out. You think I forgot about you?
- Yes, frankly – Spengler says, half surprised by his sudden opening to add to the conversation.
- Don’t be silly. We just got lost in different corners of history. But we’ve synchronised, finally!
- While I was outside there, a little kid about eleven- or twelve-years-old came bumming around. He was looking for something. He found it too. I wanted to take him out to a gravel pit about one quarter miles away. Leave him there, but first commit sodomy on him and then kill him. His brains coming out of his ears when I left him, and he will never be any deader.
The Zonekiller is grinning with his head tilted at an unnatural angle like a piece of psychiatric art.
- I saw the light over the confessional and the voice said: That's the person to kill.
- This could be the end of the solo career – Spengler squats on the rocky plain.
- This could be the end of it all.
- This IS the end. No more rehearsal.
- There’s one more person left to convince.
- Yes…
- It won’t be easy.
- Leave him to me. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Yes, my name is Vincent Bittacker.
No doubt you will have heard a lot about me, most of which will have almost certainly emerged from unreliable sources. I decided to hate women because they’re too much hard work. A rabbit will give up its life quicker than a woman will give up to orgasm. We serial killers are your sons, we are your husbands, and we are everywhere. 
And there will be more of your children dead tomorrow.
Sometimes the movie is too long and you want it to end. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Is that Ornette Coleman?
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
All (or most of) the best anti-Ultra-Realist art will be shown in Buenos Aires because of its strong opposition with the Ultra-Realist movement. A similar relationship has been established with the Southern US states
	One Passion and Four Transformations, 2046

India ink and photocopy on paper
5 panels, one frame
17 6/8 x 58 3/8 (45 x 148 cm)
Collection the artist
	Tempestad (The Storm), 2046
	En la Marana, 2046
	Mortigi por arto bonfarto XX, 2040

From the Ultra-Realist series, 2040
Mixed media on canvas
58 ¼ X 87 ¾ (148 x 223 cm)
Private collection, Buenos Aires
	Mortintoj bebo kolaĝo (Untitled), 2041

Ink on paper
11 ½ x 15 1/8 (29.5 x 38.5 cm)
Collection Marcos Curi, Buenos Aires
	Mambo, 2041

Mixed media on canvas and wood
98 3/8 x 87 ¾ (148 x 223 cm)
Alabama
	Mortintoj bebo kolaĝo (Untitled), 2041

Ink on paper
11 ½ x 15 1/8 (29.5 x 38.5 cm)
Collection Marcos Curi, Buenos Aires
	La vivo kaj tempoj de Otto Spengler 2043

Oil on canvas: nine panels, overall approximately:
68 ¾ x 7 5/8 (205 x 215 cm)
Museo Nacional de Bellas Artes, Buenos Aires
	Cerrado por brujería (Closed for Sorcery), 2044

Oil and collage on canvas, 78 ½ x 98 ¼ (199.6 x 249.7 cm)
Jack S. Blanton Museum of Art (formerly Archer M Huntington
Art Gallery), The University of Texas at Austin
	Algún día de estos 2044

Mixed media on canvas
70 7/8 X 1181/8 (180 x 300 cm)
Private collection, Buenos Aires
	Unger House 2045

Mixed media
98 3/8 x 78 ¾ (250 x 200 cm)
Private collection, Buenos Aires. Collage with India ink and
colored pencils, 13 7/8 x 16 13/16
Collection Archer M. Huntington Art Gallery
	Memmortigo. Oil on doors, 79 X 29, 79 X 30, 79 X 20, 2045

Buenos Aires.
Acrylic on Canvas
200 x 250 cm
Museo Nacional de Bellas Artes, Buenos Aires
	Tormenta (Storm), 2050

 
 
 
 
 
From the time you wake up until the moment you go to bed it’s all a lie, all a sham and a swindle. Everybody knows it, and everybody collaborates in the perpetuation of the hoax. That’s why we look so goddamned disgusting to one another.
- Henry Miller
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We eat in front of the fireplace. Janice is passed out in the corner of the room, hog-tied limbs resting limply at her knees. Our meal consists of a noodle salad with chicken and cilantro that we picked up in Baton Rouge. It’s easy to prepare, especiallyI guess no one could ever comprehend that mind and its inner collusions. But I want to understand it. I want him to share his darkest fantasies with me. Perhaps he thinks I’ve already been privy to a lot of sensitive information about him. I suppose most serial killing starts as a consequence of a fantasy, refined over time. I was part of his fantasy. Isn’t that enough? I’m sorry to say, but no. I want more. I want everything Brandon has to offer. I want it all.
- Whatever in creation exists without my knowledge exists without my consent - Spengler smiles widely.
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